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 ABSTRACT 
This thesis examines the complexity of animal-human relationships in the contemporary 
United States, drawing on literature, science, and philosophy to explore the various ways 
that humans keep animals in captivity, such as in the instances of pet-keeping, animal 
research, and animal agriculture, while also having to kill them. By examining these ways 
of interacting with animals, an inherent duality within human consciousness is exposed. 
Humans both do and do not want to take responsibility for their actions regarding 
animals, often times resulting in humans telling themselves stories that make them feel 
more comfortable with these conflicting desires. The final chapter explores hunting and is 
used as an example of how humans can better confront this confusion toward animals. By 
acknowledging this duplicity of consciousness, humans are better able to confront the 
confusion that they feel towards animals and how this affects animals’ lives and deaths. 
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 1 
The Dawning 
 Kaylee pulls into the parking lot. Shannen is already there; she is always already 
there. Kaylee thinks to herself, How is she always early when she drives so slow? 
Exhausted and relieved, they walk into the coffee shop, ending yet another semester. For 
Kaylee, however, this traditional coffee meeting is different. In three days’ time, she will 
graduate with her Bachelor’s Degree in Philosophy. Ordering a green tea, Shannen offers 
to buy Kaylee whatever she wants as a small gesture of congratulations. Kaylee orders a 
salted caramel frappuccino with extra whipped cream and caramel drizzle. The two sit 
and begin chatting about the usual: jobs, boyfriends, houses, and the much-needed break 
to come. Eventually, the conversation comes back to school.1 
“So how does it feel to be done?! You must be so excited! I can’t even imagine!”  
“I am so ready to be done with school, but it’s also bittersweet. Life without 
school will definitely be a change. What about you? Have you decided on your senior 
thesis topic yet?” 
“No, not yet, but I think I have a pretty good idea of which way I’m leaning…I 
was actually thinking about animal rights.” 
“Oh, I took an animal rights course once. It was actually really interesting. There 
was this weird girl in that class though; she always talked about her pet rats. But anyway, 
I think animal rights is a good topic for your thesis. What are you thinking exactly?” 
“That’s so funny that you brought up rats with that weird girl! I wanted to include 
rats in my thesis somehow. Do you remember that paper I had you proofread? The one on 
the Animal Welfare Act? That was kind of my inspiration.” 
“Uh, yeah, I think so. About the people stealing pets to be used in research?” 
                                               
1 Personal communication with Lake Forest College student, April 12, 2017. 
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“You literally read it like a week ago! But yes, that is how the act started in ‘66. 
But it doesn’t even protect rats, mice, birds, fish, or any animals that get used in food and 
fiber production!” Shannen’s gestures become more wild as she talks and thinks about 
the clear injustice. 
Kaylee sees Shannen’s passion for the topic and begins to actually listen.  She can 
tell this conversation will not be ending anytime soon, so she decides to join in. “At least 
the Animal Welfare Act protects most animals, right?” 
Shannen’s eyes widen. “That’s what I thought too, but that’s not the case at all! 
Did you even read my paper? ‘Every day, we slaughter approximately 23 million 
animals’ for food in the U.S. alone!2 None of those animals are protected and the act 
doesn’t even include all of those rats, mice, birds, and fish that are used in research 
either!3 I kind of think the act is useless to a certain extent. I know it provides protection 
for pets, but look at how many animals it doesn’t cover at all!” 
“You know I basically just look for grammatical errors in your papers. I can’t 
believe that those animals are blatantly excluded like that. Who knows about this? Is this 
only the animals used for food?” 
“No, it’s not just the animals we consume; animal byproducts are used in 
everything! Fertilizer! Fabric Softener! PAPER!!!”4 Shannen takes a distraught breath. 
“And probably very few know the extent of it, but they should! Literally everyone 
consumes things with animal byproducts.” 
                                               
2 Gary Francione, “Animals—Property or Persons?,” in Animal Rights: Current Debates and New 
Directions, ed. Cass Sunstein and Martha Nussbaum (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2004), 109. 
3 “Questions and Answers About Biomedical Research,” The Humane Society of the United States, 
accessed December 20, 2017, http://www.humanesociety.org/issues/biomedical_ 
research/qa/questions_answers.html. 
4 Steven Wise, “Animal Rights, One Step at a Time,” in Animal Rights: Current Debates and New 
Directions, ed. Cass Sunstein and Martha Nussbaum (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2004), 20. 
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Kaylee begins to recall information from the Philosophy of Animal Rights course 
she took. “How did I forget this? I remember reading this quote that lists what the 
different parts of a cow are used to produce; like the blood, fat and intestines. Eww! I’m 
getting disgusted all over again.”5 
 “How did you forget? I haven’t been able to eat meat in a coon’s age! Especially 
after I read Animal Liberation by Peter Singer. And now I feel like I can’t buy anything 
without contributing to mass animal slaughter and suffering.” 
Kaylee bursts out laughing with utter confusion. “A what? Are you a ninety-year-
old southern lady? I feel like you have to read Peter Singer in an animal rights class. 
Although he has some valid points, I feel like his utilitarian view on animal treatment 
isn’t exactly the problem.” 
“How do you figure? Are you referring to his focus on suffering? I think that has 
to be part of the animal rights discussion.” 
“There’s no doubt about that. Yet, I think that focusing primarily on reducing 
suffering for the animals only really makes it easier to create policies. Obviously, policies 
are important and legislation is necessary in this matter, but in our current way of 
thinking about animal rights we are only sweeping the problems under the rug. In order to 
effectively change policy, I think we first need to change our attitude about animals. 
‘Someday we may think animals as worthy of our solicitude as human beings, or even 
more worthy. But that will mean that we have a new morality, not that philosophers have 
shown that we were making an erroneous distinction between animals and humans all 
along.’”6 
                                               
5 Wise, “Animal Rights,” 20. 
6 Richard Posner, “Animal Rights: Legal, Philosophical, and Pragmatic Perspectives,” in Animal 
Rights: Current Debates and New Directions, ed. Cass Sunstein and Martha Nussbaum (Oxford: Oxford 
University Press, 2004), 65.  
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“I think you’re right. If we don’t take into account our feelings about the animals 
we should be protecting, then we end up treating them as Peter Singer describes: simply 
as agents capable of pleasure and pain. Everything I read just makes me more disgusted. 
These animals are not just painlessly slaughtered. They are burned, poisoned, irradiated, 
blinded, starved, and electrocuted live!7 And these are common practices that aren’t 
prohibited by federal law!” 
“You know, I was the same way for a while after my class. Shit, Shannen! I’ve 
become a moral schizophrenic!” 
 “A moral hallucinogenic? Is that when you have visions or dream about things 
that you’ve done wrong after eating something weird or taking drugs? That happens to 
me all the time!” 
Rolling her eyes, “No, a moral schizophrenic. It’s this sort of inconsistent way we 
think about things. We say we believe one way about animals, but then we treat them in a 
different way. It’s basically moral hypocrisy.”  Kaylee pulls out her phone, “Read this 
poem real quick—I think you’ll understand what I mean. It’s called ‘Learning to be a 
Dutiful Carnivore’ by Jane Legge.”  
Shannen reads the poem quietly aloud,  
Dogs and cats and goats and cows, 
Ducks and chickens, sheeps and sows 
Woven into tales for tots, 
Pictured on their walls and pots. 
Time for dinner! Come and eat 
All your lovely juicy meat. 
One day ham from Percy Porker 
(In the comics he's a corker): 
Then the breast from Mrs. Cluck 
Or the wing from Donald Duck. 
Liver next from Clara Cow 
(No, it doesn't hurt her now). 
Yes, that leg's from Peter Rabbit 
                                               
7 Francione, “Animals—Property or Persons?,” 109. 
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Chew it well; make that a habit. 
Eat the creatures killed for sale, 
But never pull the pussy's tail. 
Eat the flesh from "filthy hogs" 
But never be unkind to dogs. 
Grow into double-think- 
Kiss the hamster; skin the mink. 
Never think of slaughter, dear, 
That's why animals are here. 
They only come on earth to die, 
So eat your meat, and don't ask why.8 
 
“That’s so disturbing! And so true! ‘Although we claim to take animals seriously and to 
regard them as having morally significant interests, we routinely ignore those interests for 
trivial reasons.’9 We are taught as kids to treat some animals differently than others for 
apparently no other reason than our uses of them. ‘It is very important, I think, that [the 
poem] does not attempt any justification for the range of responses against the 
background of which certain other kinds of behavior are supposed to look hypocritical.’10 
Maybe in order to make a difference in the animal rights movement, we need to start 
recognizing this moral schizophrenia you’re talking about. We always seem to think in 
terms of policy when it comes to the issue, but maybe that’s not the best approach.” 
“I definitely agree; I think it was Gary Francione who coined the term. This 
concept is way more clear when it comes to animals too, especially if you compare 
companion animals to other animals.” 
“Yes! Like rats and cats! Or rats and dogs!” 
“Ugh, you and your rats!” 
                                               
8 Jane Legge, “Learning to be a Dutiful Carnivore,” British Vegetarian, January/February 1969, 
59, quoted in Animal Rights: Current Debates and New Directions, ed. Cass Sunstein and Martha 
Nussbaum (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2004), 100. 
9 Francione, “Animals—Property or Persons?,” 108. 
10 Cora Diamond, “Eating Meat and Eating People,” in Animal Rights: Current Debates and New 
Directions, ed. Cass Sunstein and Martha Nussbaum (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2004), 101. 
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Shannen is obviously offended. “What do you have against rats? It’s the tail, isn’t 
it?” 
“Well, yeah—their tails are disgusting! But rats are dirty and gross and need to be 
eliminated. I mean for Pete’s sake they spread the Black Plague! Need I say more?” 
Laughing, Shannen asks, “Where are you getting this information? When was the 
last time you saw someone with the Black Plague?! I was watching this documentary 
called ‘RATS’ by Morgan Spurlock on Netflix, and although I don’t really agree with it, I 
learned a lot more about rats. They’re actually not dirty at all—they groom themselves 
constantly. In fact, exterminators use their cleaning habits to poison them! The poison 
sticks to their fur and they lick it off!”11 
“Ok, so maybe they have clean habits, but they still need to be exterminated. 
There are just too many of them. They are useless.” 
“But we really don’t consider them useless. I mean, rats are used in biomedical 
research all the time.” Shannen pauses for a moment to think about the contradiction that 
has arisen. “Wait! Then that still doesn’t make sense! We breed them and think of them 
as clean enough to test on for our own purposes, but we kill them in other situations. This 
is so frustrating, especially for someone like me who has had rats as pets.”  
“I mean, dogs are our pets too but they are also used in biomedical research. I 
believe something like 60,000 dogs are used in biomedical research annually in the 
United States.”12 
“I get what you’re saying, but it is thought that around 25 million rats per year are 
used in biomedical research and like I said before, their numbers don’t even need to be 
                                               
11 Patrick Ryan, “Five Things You Probably Didn’t Know About ‘Rats’ (via Morgan Spurlock),” 
USA Today, last modified October 21, 2016, https://www.usatoday.com/story/life/movies/2016/10/21/rats-
documentary-morgan-spurlock-discovery-animal-planet/92202254/. 
12 “Questions and Answers.” 
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recorded because they’re not included under the Animal Welfare Act. And dogs are 
covered under it!13  So rats are considered enough like humans to validate research but 
not enough to have their rights recognized! So I guess there are some similarities, but I 
don’t think our view of rats and dogs is the same at all.” 
Taking a quick slurp of her frappuccino, Kaylee responds “Dogs may be 
protected, but I think there are stronger similarities between our treatment of rats and 
dogs than you think. During experimentation, these dogs are subject to terrible treatment. 
I saw this video where a dog was being force fed OxyContin. It was honestly so 
disturbing, but I don’t think people would have the same reaction if this was done on rats. 
I’ve got to say, this definitely speaks to Francione’s idea of moral schizophrenia. I also 
read an article online that there is a new foundation called the Beagle Freedom Project 
that is rescuing beagles from research facilities.14 Apparently because beagles are small, 
docile, friendly animals, they are the most common dog species used in research; they 
were actually the breed that was experimented on in the video I watched.15  But I think 
you’re right about one thing: people are more willing to rescue dogs than rats. I mean, 
there is no Rat Freedom Project. I don’t think it’s necessarily animals’ likeness to humans 
that fosters feelings of concern, but rather their relationship with humans.”  
“You’re right. I think we’re just more used to sharing our lives with dogs and 
seeing them as pets. But rats are great pets! I’ve had four and I would definitely get more. 
They’re so smart and love to cuddle. I even used to make obstacle courses for them to go 
through.” 
                                               
13 “Questions and Answers.” 
14 Leighton Woodhouse, “The Beagle Freedom Project,” The Huffington Post, last modified 
March 6, 2012, https://www.huffingtonpost.com/leighton-woodhouse/beagles-testing_b_1186404.html. 
15 Jim Suhr, “University of Missouri Defends Experiment that Killed 6 Beagles,” The Washington 
Post, last modified September 4, 2016, https://www.washingtonpost.com/politics/university-of-missouri-
defends-experiment-that-killed-6-beagles/2016/09/04/592d2e6a-72e5-11e6-be4f-3f42f2e5a49e 
_story.html?utm_term=.f49fd29cf247. 
 8 
Kaylee closes her eyes briefly and takes a deep breath. “Well, I’d never 
personally own a rat, but I get what you’re saying. I think especially here in America we 
see dogs as more than pets too. They are man’s best friend. We see them as members of 
the family and treat them as such. And we even see them as heroes. Remember Balto—
the dog who saved those kids in Alaska? And of course the police and military dogs too. 
There’s just something about dogs; they are this idolized pet.” The two look out at the 
window next to them. A woman goes past the window walking her dog. “See! Right 
there! Look at that dog!” 
“That’s ridiculous! Why does a dog need painted nails and a rhinestone collar and 
leash?”  
“No, that proves my point! We spoil our dogs as if they were our children. 
Shannen, you refuse to go to the doctor yet you’ll be the first one at the vet when your 
dog is sick.” 
“I refuse to go to the doctor because I never have anything wrong that I can’t fix 
myself! But yes, I see your point. I would definitely put Maddie ahead of myself if she 
were sick, and I would have done that for my rats too. I mean, they can’t help themselves, 
so that makes me responsible for them.” 
“Yeah, as pet owners there is obviously a sense of responsibility when it comes to 
the overall well-being of the animal. You know, it’s like having a child; if you are a good 
parent, you put their needs before your own.” 
Shannen retorts with a smirk, “And everyone knows a pet is better than a child 
anyway.” 
“Shannen, I think that’s a topic for another day...” Kaylee adds with a giggle.  
Shannen, getting back on topic, states “I think we’re confused. I mean, I think 
American culture is confused. None of these relationships make sense given the others. 
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We have separate relationships with the same animals in different circumstances.” 
Gesturing and speaking in different mocking voices, Shannen adds “It’s like, ‘I hate you 
because you’re a dirty rat on the street and I think you should be killed, but I will use you 
in research and not care about what happens to you, and I will love you when you are my 
furry little pet!’ It’s ridiculous! And we’re basically doing the same things with dogs too, 
but viewing it differently. To me, this is just a strange distinction between and within 
species, which is totally reflected in the Animal Welfare Act.” Shannen begins to look 
tired, as if this conversation has become too much after a week of tests and papers. She 
pauses and takes a sip of tea. Still too hot. “Why don’t they offer to put honey in your 
drink? Shouldn’t that be a thing?” 
Kaylee disregards Shannen’s babbling. “We are definitely confused. We see the 
same animals as pets in one instance, but then try to exterminate them or use them for 
research in laboratories in other circumstances. We can’t really say we are animal lovers 
when we completely overlook the inconsistent ways we treat them. What exactly does 
this say about the stories we tell ourselves about animals? Something is not right here.” 
“It’s pretty fucked up. I think the first step is just being aware of our feelings, and 
like you said, that stems from the ideas that we have about animals—like the idea you 
have that rat tails are gross. I mean, have you ever even felt a rat tail?” Shannen peers 
down at Kaylee, raising her eyebrows in disapproval. 
Kaylee, ignoring Shannen’s comment and condescending gaze responds, “It can’t 
be just America though.” Kaylee’s phone vibrates. She looks down and sees a new text 
message. “Shoot! My boss needs me to come into work tomorrow. Oh, that reminds me! 
My boss was telling me about his recent trip Korea where he saw people eating dogs. 
Apparently in South Korea it's really common for people to eat dog meat; they roast it or 
prepare it in their stews. They even have dog farms like our livestock farms. After he told 
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me about it, I looked it up and it turns out over 2.5 million dogs are eaten every year in 
South Korea.16 It’s so gross! Can you imagine eating a dog?” 
Rejuvenated by this blatant statement of moral schizophrenia, Shannen is nearly 
shouting. “But why is that so gross when we eat cows, pigs, and chickens and think it is 
perfectly normal?! At least they aren’t as inconsistent with their views as Americans.” 
“Not really, though. In my religion course, I learned about a Hindu festival where 
they worship the dog. So essentially, Asian cultures are just as confused as us. In the 
Indian culture, for example, dogs symbolize protection and are even worshipped. Yet, 
nearby in South Korea they think of dogs mainly as meat and treat them poorly. In India, 
the Tihar festival is a 5-day event where the people pay reverence not only to humans but 
also to their cherished animals. The second day is actually dedicated to the dog. They 
offer food and garlands to the dogs as a way to acknowledge the special relationship 
between humans and dogs. I know it's not Korea specifically, but it is a very similar 
region of the world.  Also, in Hinduism, there is a protector God known as Bhairava. As a 
protector God, this deity is fearsome and protects people from evils. It just so happens 
that Bhairava’s animal vehicle is a dog.”17 
“I guess you’re right. In one instance, people in Asian cultures are eating dogs and 
in another they are worshipping them. I wasn’t even thinking about it before, but people 
also eat rats. In that documentary I told you about, Vietnamese people buy ‘free range’ 
rats from Cambodia to eat. They have rats in Vietnam, obviously, but they see 
Cambodian rats as better to eat. So here, the distinction isn’t really with species, but 
                                               
16 Claire Czajkowski, “Dog Meat Trade in South Korea: A Report on the Current State of the 
Trade Efforts to Eliminate It,” Animal Law Review 21, no. 29, (2014): 29, https://law.lclark.edu/live/files/ 
23690-21-czajkowskipdf. 
17 Catherine Benton (Professor of Religion and Asian Studies) in discussion with Kaylee 
Babineau, March 2017. 
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rather with our associations with places.18 Vietnam is urban and therefore has urban rats, 
whereas Cambodia is more rural and therefore has country rats. And there’s no evidence 
that suggests that urban rats are worse to eat than rural rats.19 Isn’t that strange? But it 
doesn’t really show the cultural confusion that is present with dogs.” 
“No, this is so much like the dog situation in south-east Asia! Just like the dogs, 
rats have some importance in the Hindu religion as well. The God Ganesh is the God of 
good fortune and the remover of obstacles. When facing difficult situations, the Hindu 
people pray to Ganesh to help them through the problem. Ganesh’s animal vehicle is 
actually the rat. In this culture, the rat symbolizes prosperity. If you think about it, the rat 
never faces any real obstacles. No matter what, the rat always has enough to eat and 
always prospers.”20 
“So since moral schizophrenia is basically everywhere, laws really aren’t going to 
do much when they are pointlessly distinguishing between species. I mean, if we don’t 
know how we feel about certain animals in the first place, how are we going to make 
laws to protect them?  For example, rats have no federal protection in America, but dogs 
do. However, both of them can be used for the same things: research, pets, etc. And this 
extends to other cultures too! Humans are the weirdest species!” 
“Exactly! I think making species distinctions is only hurting the animal rights 
movement. I think what we really need to change is the way we view and think about 
animals. There has to be more consistency in our views on animals. Not only that, but 
also more accurate and empathetic stories about animals. How are we going to establish 
rights for animals if we don’t even care about them? ‘If enough people come to feel the 
                                               
18 Karl Gruber, “The Countries Where Rats are on the Menu,” BBC Future, last modified 
December 7, 2015, http://www.bbc.com/future/story/20151207-the-countries-where-rats-are-on-the-menu. 
19 Ryan, “Five Things.” 
20 Catherine Benton (Professor of Religion and Asian Studies) in discussion with Kaylee 
Babineau, March 2017. 
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sufferings of these animals as their own, public opinion and consumer preference will 
induce the business firms and other organizations that inflict such suffering to change 
their methods.’21 Maybe once we feel differently about animals, then policy will change 
for the better to reflect our attitudes towards all animals.” Kaylee looks up and notices an 
older couple staring at them. “I think we’re making them a little uncomfortable with our 
conversation. They keep looking over here. I saw the lady make a terrified face when we 
were talking about eating rats and dogs.” 
Shannen is quick to reply. “Well they shouldn’t be! They’re eating turkey and 
bacon sandwiches! And they’ll probably go home to their pet dog and freezer full of 
meat!” 
“You’re probably right about that. But this proves our point. So how do we get 
people to notice their own inconsistent views about animals? It can’t be as simple as 
pointing out that someone has a pet but also a freezer full of animal meat. That isn’t 
going to influence anyone to change any more than passing legislation that only deals 
with certain species would.” 
“So I think what we’re leaning towards is that the animal rights issue should be 
thought of as a moral obligation rather than a legal matter. In other words, legality 
wouldn’t sufficiently address animal issues because ‘…conventional legal reasoning is 
backward-looking rather than forward-looking [and]…tidying up doctrine is not what 
would be involved’ in considering animals’ lives.”22 
“I think that’s right. Animals have become part of the human world so I think we 
have this obligation to care about their wellbeing. But what exactly will this look like 
when applied? Are you suggesting that we should stop all animal testing and become 
                                               
21 Posner, “Animal Rights,” 66. 
22 Posner, “Animal Rights,” 58. 
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vegetarians? Doesn’t this just come back to the whole ‘minimize suffering’ argument 
again?” 
Shannen considers this circular predicament. “Yes it does; I think it would be 
great if we did that, but I don’t think that it’s entirely necessary. I mean, ‘vegetarianism 
and compassion for animals are not the same thing at all.’23 So I don’t think that using 
animals for human purposes is inherently bad, but I feel like if we do use them, we at 
least have to recognize their sacrifices.” 
“Basically, you’re saying that recognizing the deaths of animals for human 
purposes would at least make using and killing them better somehow. So we have to 
figure out a way to look at animals in a way that we can acknowledge the lives that are 
being taken for human consumption and other uses.” Kaylee thinks for a moment. “I 
think what you’re suggesting is that we anthropomorphize them. Once we do that, we 
would see animals on a more individual basis and our treatment of animals would be 
more outrageous to people. If that took place, then it would no longer be about the 
suffering; it would be about the horror of the entire situation.”24 
“Yes, exactly. Once we recognize the individual character of animals, then we 
will be compelled to change our actions. And rather than looking at them as completely 
separate from us, we would start viewing animals like us—like humans, and we would 
bring them into our moral consciousness.”25 
“That makes sense. If we think of animals like us, we won’t want to treat them in 
a way that humans wouldn’t want to be treated. And that’s not to say that we don’t work 
                                               
23 Wendy Doniger, Afterward in “Reflections,” in The Lives of Animals, ed. Amy Gutmann 
(Princeton, NJ: Princeton University Press, 1999), 96. 
24 J.M. Coetzee, The Lives of Animals, ed. Amy Gutmann, (Princeton, NJ: Princeton University 
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and suffer sometimes, but that it is justified somehow. But I can’t get this poem out of my 
head. I think it speaks to the point we’re trying to make; it’s called ‘Titmouse’ by Walter 
de la Mare. Have you read it?” 
Kaylee giggles. “No, I have not read it. Pull it up on your phone real quick.” 
“Ok. Does this place have Wi-Fi? Ah! Can you pull it up? I don’t have that data 
thing.” 
Aware of Shannen’s technological ignorance, Kaylee already has the poem on her 
phone and has begun reading it aloud: 
 
If you would happy company win, 
Dangle a palm-nut from a tree, 
Idly in green to sway and spin, 
Its snow-pulped kernel for bait; and see, 
 A nimble titmouse enter in. 
 
Out of earth's vast unknown of air, 
Out of all summer, from wave to wave, 
He'll perch, and prank his feathers fair, 
Jangle a glass-clear wildering stave, 
 And take his commons there — 
 
This tiny son of life; this spright, 
By momentary Human sought, 
Plume will his wing in the dappling light, 
Clash timbrel shrill and gay — 
And into Time's enormous Nought, 
 Sweet-fed, will flit away.26 
 
“That’s cute, but I like mine better. I don’t really understand this one. Is it a bird or a 
mouse?” 
“Cute? Well first of all, it’s a bird because it has feathers, but I think you’re 
completely overlooking the point. It’s a guy who’s watching a bird go about its business. 
                                               
26 Walter de la Mare, “Titmouse,” The Collected Poems of Walter de la Mare, (London: Faber and 
Faber, 1979), 59, quoted in Animal Rights: Current Debates and New Directions, ed. Cass Sunstein and 
Martha Nussbaum (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2004), 101. 
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It has business! He refers to the bird as a tiny son of life and is therefore viewing it as a 
fellow creature.”27 
Looking puzzled, Kaylee replies, “I still don’t get it. What do you mean by fellow 
creature? As in we all live on the same planet?” 
“Kind of, yeah. When I read it, I don’t see the author looking at it as a bird. The 
bird is just like any other being who has things to do. I guess I like it because the author 
seems like he or she is overcoming the species distinction that we’ve been talking about. 
The bird is a fellow creature, not in a biological sense, but because it is a mortal being 
that is subject to the same constraints of time and therefore is part of our company on this 
earth.28 So the bird is shown as its own entity...as an individual. In a way, it is more 
truthful than anthropomorphizing because the bird is observed as just being a bird, not 
being a bird that has human characteristics—it has its own bird characteristics.” 
“Oh, I gotcha! It definitely relates to the point we are trying to make then. We 
can’t merely feel empathetic towards animals.  We need to view them as individuals, like 
humans, with lives of their own that should be respected and cared for.”  
“Exactly. But it also tells us how we can do this: by seeing animals how they 
actually are. By observing them, we are telling ourselves a true story; it’s not some weird 
children’s story filled with hypocrisy like Legge talks about. It’s real and respectful and 
influential.” 
Kaylee also recognizes the potential of the idea the two have stumbled upon. 
“You know, I think we are actually onto something pretty interesting here. The stories we 
tell ourselves about animals obviously shape our ideas about them.  But it’s hard to tell a 
good story about something...” Kaylee corrects herself, “someone you don’t even know.” 
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“That’s why we need to really get to know the animals we already have strong 
opinions about, such as rats and dogs.” Shannen, looking harder at Kaylee, continues 
“Like rather than denying respect to rats because of their creepy tails, you should spend 
some time with a rat. You would be surprised at how similar they are to people.” 
Kaylee looks quite apprehensive, but thinks that Shannen may be paralleling the 
rat and the birdmouse. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. I suppose I should give them a try. I really 
should be more aware of my animal biases.” 
“We all should, obviously. It’s just really hard when we’re so used to not thinking 
about it at all.” Shannen glances up at the coffee shop menu. “The salads here even have 
meat on them. Right now, it’s entrenched in our culture. And we’re so far removed; I 
don’t even think we recognize the affect that our actions have.” 
“Can you imagine if restaurant menus told a true story? ‘I’ll have the baby cow 
that was torn from its mother and slaughtered,’ rather than ‘choice-cut veal please.’” 
Shannen laughs, knowing that it is not funny. “That would be amazing! Because 
like we said, it’s not that we eat them, it’s our lack of concern or respect.” Shannen 
glances at her phone. “But anyway, it’s getting late and traffic is going to be terrible.” 
Kaylee, who is always hungry, thinks it is time to start wrapping this discussion 
up as well. “Yea you’re right.” Kaylee begins to grab her purse. “Well Shannen, I’d say 
this was a productive trip. You know, we are probably the only people to ever have this 
conversation so casually over coffee.” 
“I really hope not, but I don’t think that enough people have conversations like 
this.” Shannen gets up from the table, now more unsure about what needs to be done 
about the matter at hand. “We’ll have to get together again soon. It’s going to be so weird 
not seeing you for classes next semester. And who else am I going to talk to about this 
stuff?” 
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“I know, right? I’m going to have a lot more time on my hands now that school is 
over though. So just let me know when you are free! But anyways, good luck on your 
senior thesis.” 
“Thanks! I’ll get some ideas and then maybe we can meet and talk about it?” 
“Of course!” Kaylee hears her stomach growl. “Did you hear that? I’m so 
hungry!” Kaylee half-jokingly adds, “I could really go for a cheeseburger.” 
“Really, Kaylee?” Shannen rolls her eyes in despair as they walk back out 
towards the parking lot, knowing that this conversation has really only just begun. 
  
 18 
The Funeral 
 Shannen’s eyes flash open. She stares at nothing and hopes she has slept late—she 
hasn’t. The light is too soft, she thinks. As she rolls over for verification, she sees the 
clock reads 7:30am. Now there is a long day to get through before she can sleep once 
again. She chooses not to rouse Nicholas, knowing he would feel similarly. 
 The summer had been moving along with sunny weather and a new job to enjoy 
it. All of that pleasure was destroyed in an instant, as is the case with most tragedies. 
 With an effort greater than any she had known previously, she pulls herself out of 
bed. Relentless torrential downpours had blocked out the sun for the past couple of days 
and mirrored her mood. It was just as well; Shannen had not been ready for the burial. 
She wonders silently about what it means to be a pet, what it means to have a funeral for 
a pet. Pushing these thoughts aside, she grabs her phone and calls the only person she 
knows who will be up at this hour and willing to talk. Luckily, this is also one of her best 
friends. As she presses Lydia, her eyes fill with tears in anticipation of the conversation. 
 “Hi.” 
 Already having trouble talking, Shannen gets out a meeker “Hi” in response. 
 Lydia’s tone, typically both harsh and nonchalant, is soothing. “How are you? Is 
everything ok? I know you said you took Maddie to the vet and there was some kind of 
problem. I texted you back, but after I didn’t hear anything, I figured you were busy or 
needed space.” 
 Sniffling, Shannen informs her that “Yeah, we had to put her down.” As she says 
this, Shannen notices that the phrase sounds odd. Put her down. What a strange 
euphemism. We killed her. ‘How does a companion animal’s human make judgments 
about the right time to let her dog die or, indeed, to kill her dog? How much care is too 
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much? Is the issue quality of life? Money? Pain?’29 Did I make the right choice? Is there 
a correct choice to make? As Shannen struggles to answer her own questions, she thinks 
about the nature of killing and how much it depends on our relationships with the animals 
we kill. ‘Ways of living and dying matter,’ Shannen tells herself fleetingly, thinking that 
she will entertain this thought later.30 She reminds herself that she feels so strongly about 
this death because she knew Madison; she has a name, a history, and innumerable 
memories with Shannen and her family. 
 Lydia’s comforting tone dissipates and her voice becomes more frantic and 
inquisitive. “What?! She was fine. What happened?” 
 Shannen lets out a long sigh, as if she had been forced to tell this story multiple 
times already, even though this was only the first. “Well…you know how her leg got 
filled with fluid a few months back?” The struggle to communicate returns and she 
begins to mumble incoherently. 
 “I didn’t get that last part,” Lydia whispers. 
 Calming herself, Shannen finishes, “I just said that they found out that there was 
cancer all in her chest and it spread to her elbow. The first time there was pressure on her 
heart from it and they think that’s what caused her leg to fill up with fluid the first time.” 
 “Oh my God, I’m so sorry. That sounds awful.” 
 “It was, but it’s kind of what I wanted for her. Something quick and as painless as 
possible.” Shannen thinks that she’s just talking—that mere pain is not the true or only 
reason she decided to end Madison’s life. Why then? Shannen asks herself. She 
remembers telling herself that the euthanization wasn’t for her; it was for Madison. 
Shannen recognized that keeping her alive—and suffering—would not only be selfish, 
                                               
29 Donna J. Haraway, When Species Meet, ed. Cary Wolfe (Minneapolis: University of Minnesota 
Press, 2008), 50.  
30 Haraway, When Species Meet, 88. 
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but that she would have been lying to herself about Madison’s mortality. ‘…Grief 
reworks truth to tell another truth,’ Shannen remembers reading somewhere.31 Thinking 
about death and grieving has made her at least somewhat more truthful with herself, she 
imagines; instead of telling herself what she wants to hear—that Madison can and must 
come through this, can and must live as long as Shannen herself does—she tells herself 
something closer to the truth: Madison was, like all of us, dying from the moment she 
was born. 
 Lydia is blindsided by all of this, but tries to be supportive and adds the cliché, 
“And she was older. You gave her a wonderful life.” 
 With this, Shannen starts sobbing all over again. After taking a few breaths, she 
replies “You did too. I want to thank you so much for babysitting her those times when I 
was away. I know she appreciated the company and she loved you. You helped make her 
life enjoyable.” 
 Now it was Lydia’s turn to break down. Through soft cries, she declares “Oh, I 
didn’t do anything. I loved spending time with her—I was glad to do it.” 
 With that, they say their goodbyes and make plans to get together soon at Lydia’s 
new apartment. 
 Shannen then begins her new daily routine: she gathers flowers and places them 
on Maddie’s body, which rests in her dog bed. “Lavender today, Pig-Pig,” she tells the 
dog as she strokes her head. As a pug, Maddie had earned this nickname—one of many—
from her curly tail and tendency to root around in the bed. Shannen feels that this ritual is 
somehow the right action to take; a way to honor Madison. Looking down at Madison’s 
little body, Shannen wonders Who, exactly, is dead? She lets her thoughts drift to ‘the 
                                               
31 Haraway, When Species Meet, 178. 
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issue of our attitude to the dead.’32 Shannen thinks about how strange her behavior must 
look to someone who has never had the everyday experience of a pet. She ponders how 
her actions towards Madison are entirely unconscious; she simply extends what she 
knows about the death of a person to Maddie. For Shannen, there is little ‘…difference 
between giving people a funeral and giving a dog one.’33 She views Madison as someone, 
and therefore grieves and performs rituals that reflect that unclear distinction between 
humans and pets. 
 Shannen remains on the couch, waving goodbye to Nicholas as he goes to work. 
Knowing that her family will be arriving this evening, she has the willpower to get off of 
the couch and clean. She then travels outside to check on the gravesite in the garden. 
Nicholas can help when he gets home. The rain has made a mess of the hole they dug, 
and it needs work before the service tonight. 
 Shannen’s mom is the first to arrive. Still in her scrubs from work, she hugs 
Shannen while tears stream down their faces and onto each other’s shoulders. Nicholas 
also makes it back home and immediately goes out to deal with the troublesome wet 
burial site. As he is outside being eaten alive by mosquitoes, Shannen’s brother, sister-in-
law, and niece pull in the driveway. She sees that her niece has flowers, which 
immediately brings more tears to her eyes. As her tiny hands clasp the flowers, she walks 
slowly up to Shannen and with her bright blue eyes staring up at her, she says in her 
delicate voice “These are for Uncle Nick.” 
 Shannen bursts out laughing, along with her sister-in-law; it is a well-known fact 
that Nicholas is Evie’s favorite. “Okay, I’ll give them to him when he comes in.” 
 Jess, hugging Shannen, explains “I’m sorry, I told her they were for Meemaw and 
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Nonni.” 
 Shannen, known to Evie as Nonni, replies, “Oh, don’t worry about it—I needed a 
good laugh.” And with that, each of them witness the burial of Maddie, a family member 
of almost fifteen years. Through tears, Shannen recites a poem aloud entitled “The 
Rainbow Bridge” that they received from the vet: 
By the edge of a woods, at the foot of a hill, 
Is a lush, green meadow where time stands still. 
Where the friends of man and woman do run, 
When their time on earth is over and done. 
For here, between this world and the next, 
Is a place where each beloved creature finds rest. 
On this golden land, they wait and they play, 
Till the Rainbow Bridge they cross over one day… 
For just at that instant, their eyes have met; 
Together again, both person and pet. 
So they run to each other, these friends from long past, 
The time of their parting is over at last. 
The sadness they felt while they were apart, 
Has turned into joy once more in each heart. 
They embrace with a love that will last forever, 
And then, side-by-side, they cross over… together…34 
 
 Back in the house, Shannen and Jess sit at the dining room table with swollen, red 
eyes as the others entertain Evie in the living room. Shannen thinks about the poem— 
Rainbow Bridge, she repeats in her head. It’s so strange that we tell ourselves that when 
our pets die, they go and wait for us before they can cross over. She remembers looking 
up the source of the poem after receiving it, thinking it must be an old legend of some 
sort. She found that ‘some presentations of the text…hint at American Indian source for 
the legend; but no specific source has been put forward.’35 She wonders silently about 
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what this says about the relationship between pet owners and pets. What am I telling 
myself if I think I’m the only reason Maddie can cross over this Rainbow Bridge into 
heaven? I’m telling myself I’m some kind of hero or savior! And that animals—our pets—
are nothing without us! Frowning, Shannen comes to the uncomfortable conclusion that 
she is the stereotypical pet owner: ‘…the person who baby-talks, pampers, communes 
with, dresses up, fusses over, and deeply mourns his or her pet.’36 There is something very 
disturbing here; we love and dote on our pets like family, but it also makes us feel so 
good about ourselves. Shannen rubs her fingers on the wood of the table and without 
looking up asks, “Isn’t it weird?” Jess takes her gaze off of Evie and places it on 
Shannen. 
 “What?” 
 “Pets. Not that I ever considered Maddie a pet, but that’s what I mean. A pet is 
something—an animal, I guess—that you give a name, share your house with, and don’t 
eat.37 But as soon as something is a pet, isn’t it more than a pet? It’s this evanescent 
idea.” Shannen considers her earlier thoughts about Madison and her strange identity as 
something between a person and an animal. 
 Jess replies “She was definitely part of the family. You could call her a 
companion animal, but I’m not sure if that’s what you’re getting at.” 
 Shannen looks back down at the table. “I don’t know. In Maddie’s case, a pet is 
both what it is and what it is not. And isn’t companion animal just a euphemism for pet?38 
We can say whatever we want, but it still means the same thing.” It’s a pet for us, but 
what is it…for itself? Shannen immediately thinks about the latent hypocrisy of pet-
                                               
36 Bulliet, Hunters, Herders, and Hamburgers, 199. 
37 Hal Herzog, Some We Love, Some We Hate, Some We Eat: Why It’s So Hard to Think Straight 
About Animals (New York: Harper Perennial, 2011), 72.  
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keeping and makes a mental note to bring this up with Kaylee at some point. ‘If we 
recognize the intrinsic value of animals’ lives, then it is unethical to keep them for our 
pleasure, whether we call them companions or pets.’39 Shannen looks down and rubs her 
eyes. “I guess I just feel like I had my little sister killed. I know it was the right thing to 
do, but still, she’s gone.” 
 “Well, you kind of did. At least in the way you think of Maddie. But that’s the 
responsibility you take on as a pet owner.” 
 “That’s the thing though—I think of Maddie as an equal. I don’t think of myself 
as her owner, although that’s exactly what I am. ‘This does not mean that I think we are 
the same; we are, in fact very different,’ but I mean that I think of her as a person.”40 
 Jess tilts her head with a slightly confused look. “How do you mean person—like 
‘…whether or not we attribute human characteristics to [her]’?”41 
 Shannen can’t help but think of Maddie, tilting her head back and forth when she 
didn’t understand what someone was saying when they were talking to her. “I think that’s 
part of it, but not entirely. ‘It has to do…with recognizing that they are social subjects, 
like us, whose idiosyncratic, subjective experience of us plays the same role in their 
relations with us that our subjective experience of them plays in our relations with 
them.’42 So it’s more about recognizing that animals—and especially pets because we 
spend so much time with them—are subjects of a life, like us. They have social lives and 
interact with us.” As Shannen hears herself, she thinks about the poem she discussed with 
Kaylee. Shannen smiles to herself, remembering how Kaylee didn’t know if it was a 
mouse or a bird. 
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41 Smuts, Afterward in “Reflections,” 118. 
42 Smuts, Afterward in “Reflections,” 118. 
 25 
 “Oh, so that’s what you mean about pet. Once it is seen as a pet, it is often 
considered a member of the family and then transcends merely pet. That’s why you 
consider it demeaning: ‘the very word pet connotes a lesser being…who is neotenous, 
domesticated, dependent’.”43 
 “Exactly. And that’s not wrong either—Maddie is all of those things.” With a 
lopsided grin, she adds “Especially neotenous. I mean, she’s a pug.” 
 “Yep, she’s bred to be cute and look like a puppy.” She hesitates and adds “‘By 
breeding dogs for neoteny…, we have also created pets that are emotionally immature 
and prone to canine versions of our own neuroses.’44 Look at Maddie: she was clingy and 
perpetually needy, like a child. I think that might be part of why losing her is so hard.” 
 Shannen smiles with her hand over resting over her mouth. “I always thought she 
looked like me.” 
 Jess lets out a cackle. “You don’t have googly eyes and you’re not nearly as 
happy.” 
 Shannen thinks again about the Rainbow Bridge and considers that if we see pets 
as our children, and breed them to resemble infants, it would make sense that they’re 
waiting for us to lead the way. Thinking of this, she responds “I know, but I think you’re 
right. Obviously, we don’t know what it’s like to lose a child—and I hope we never do—
but there is a certain connection we have to animals that look like juveniles and are 
dependent on us.” Feelings of guilt overcome Shannen and her face reddens as tears build 
up in her eyes. Looking down to hide this, she questions Did I really think of Maddie that 
way? As a child in need of me? No, it’s something closer to friendship, she tells herself, 
reviving a bit. She recalls a passage: 
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As in any human-to-human friendship, our relationship is predicated on mutual 
respect and reciprocity. Although she depends on me to provide certain 
necessities, like food and water, this dependence is contingent, not inherent; if I 
lived in a world of wild dogs, I would depend on her for food and protection and 
much more. She is not my child; she is not my servant. She is not even my 
companion, in the sense of existing to keep me company. I wish for her what I 
wish for all of my friends: maximum freedom of expression, maximum well-
being.45 
 
But it is good to be needed, she admits to herself reluctantly. She also admits that many 
pet-owners do not think of themselves as friends of their pets, but as rescuers entitled to 
praise. Is she one of those pet owners? She thinks of Jess’ cats and how they were 
rescued from the shelter. She is about to ask Jess about this when she is interrupted. 
 “Have you read Coetzee’s Disgrace?” 
“No, but I’ve read The Lives of Animals—that’s Coetzee too. Lydia is always 
telling me to read it. Why?” 
“Well, Coetzee writes about this guy who has to euthanize a dog. He takes 
responsibility for killing the dog but ‘doesn’t take comfort in a language of humane 
killing.’46 That’s a painfully simple and brief explanation, of course.” 
Shannen lights up, always excited to think about books. For a moment, it makes 
her forget the subject matter. “That’s so funny that you mentioned that part. I was reading 
this book—When Species Meet—that mentions it.” 
“But you get what I’m saying. I think it relates to why people have so much 
trouble losing their pets and deciding to euthanize them. You had a choice—you could 
have delayed putting her down. And it’s not only that it would cause her discomfort, but 
it would cause you more pain. You would share in her suffering because you are so close; 
you would empathize with her. She is present for you; she is not some random animal. 
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You know her face-to face and therefore you respect her, not to mention love her…that’s 
why you chose to have her killed. Out of respect for her and yourself. You ‘…took 
responsibility for killing without…leaving… [you were], at the end, more honest and 
capable of love.”47 
Shannen is taken aback. She remembers how she thought she was more truthful 
with herself when she was on the phone with Lydia. After a moment, she confesses “I 
think you’re absolutely right; it wasn’t just about humane killing. I see her as an 
individual in my life and I wanted to make a decision that I could look back and feel 
right—or at least better—about making.” ‘Respect is respecere—looking back, holding in 
regard, understanding that meeting the look of the other is a condition of having to face 
oneself,’ she thinks to herself.48 “I think I knew when I could look in her eyes when she 
was put down that I was making the right decision; I could face her and I can face myself 
now, even if I’m thoroughly depressed.” 
“You’re grieving,” Jess corrects. She is comforted by Shannen’s response, but 
begins to realize the implications of what they have been discussing. “Wait, so then what 
is the difference between humans and pets we see as persons, like Maddie?” 
 Grinning, Shannen replies “The main character in The Lives of Animals, 
Elizabeth, says that in cases such as pet-keeping where humans and animals live with and 
respect one another, there is no ‘dividing line.’49 We treated Maddie as part of the family 
because we think of her as a member of the family and a friend—one of us. Like I said, 
pets are strange.” 
 Shannen’s mom walks into the dining room, clearly in a better mood. 
Interrupting, she asks “Have you seen what Evie has been doing?! She’s been giving me 
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a tissue every time I start to cry!” 
 “Oh, that’s sweet. She’s probably throwing them away for you too.” Jess turns to 
Shannen. “She does that at home now—she loves cleaning.” Shannen raises her eyebrows 
and nods, clearly impressed. 
 Taking advantage of the gap in serious conversation, Shannen’s mom further 
questions “Aren’t you guys hungry? We were going to get sandwiches; Nicholas said he 
would pick them up.” She hands each of them a menu. 
 Giggling, Jess confesses to Shannen “Yes, I’m starving! Do they have good 
veggie sandwiches? I find that so many places have such shitty vegetarian options.” 
 “I know” Shannen says as she rolls her eyes. “But yeah, they’re pretty good.” 
 As Jess checks for olives, she asks “Wouldn’t it be crazy if we thought about the 
animals we eat in the same way that we think about pets? Or vice versa—with an unclear 
dividing line? As in looking at the animals we eat in a way closer to how we see our 
pets—more like individuals?” 
 Shannen shrugs. “I don’t know if that’s possible; we’ve been separated, or 
separating, ourselves from animals for so long that I think that line is blurred only in very 
special circumstances, like those of pets. Plus, I was talking with my friend Kaylee a 
while ago about the hypocritical ways we view animals—seeing only some animals as 
worthy of ethical consideration—and it seems that we all do it. Much of how we feel and 
act is determined by culture, but not entirely; I mean, even when we think we are doing 
something good with respect to animals, we’re still being hypocritical.” Shannen thinks 
that although neither her nor Jess eat meat and they feel good about that, they’re 
hypocritical nonetheless. Jess still buys products tested on animals and I eat a ridiculous 
amount of dairy. Shannen considers this as she notices how morally good it feels to not 
eat meat. “I just don’t think we can avoid it.” 
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Brushing this off, Jess responds “I know that, but can you imagine eating 
Maddie?!” After thinking for a moment, she adds “Well, there are countries that eat 
dogs.” 
“Yes, but it’s completely different. ‘Dogs in America are not animals—they are 
family members, and because family members are people, eating a dog is tantamount to 
cannibalism!’”50 
Jess’ face puckers at Shannen’s comment. “You’re right, but there are cultures 
that consider dogs as both pet and food. Have you read…oh I can never remember the 
order, Some We Eat, Some We…no…” 
Shannen cuts her off. “Yes! Some We Love, Some We Hate, Some We Eat—I’m 
reading it now! It talks about that? I don’t think I’ve gotten to that part yet.” 
“Yeah, it says that in South Korea, there is a distinct way to separate the pets from 
the meat dogs. I think the ones that are eaten are called Nureongi; they have yellow fur.”51 
“Oh my God, really? That’s it?” Shannen makes another mental note to speak 
with Kaylee about this. 
 “Hmm…I think they’re put in ‘…different colored cages’ too, like when they’re 
sold at the same markets and stuff.”52 
“That’s insane! That’s more moral schizophrenia than I was prepared for!” 
 Laughing, Jess scolds Shannen teasingly. “You can’t just go making up phrases!” 
 Slightly offended, Shannen declares “I’m not! It’s like cognitive dissonance, but 
with animals. Anyway, Kaylee and I thought that thinking about animals in the way that 
we think about pets—as independent creatures—would help, but that’s so much harder 
than it seems when we can compartmentalize animals, even members of the same 
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species, however we see fit in our heads. We even do this with humans—we viewed 
slaves as lesser than other humans, for example. Anyway, 
Why is it that we love our companion animals so much, animals that we call 
‘pets,’ and get so much deep human value from those relationships, but then we 
turn around and call other animals ‘dinner,’ and by virtue of that semantic 
distinction feel entitled to treat those animals with any manner of cruelty as long 
as it lowers the price per pound?53 
 
Jess considers this and adds, “It’s difficult as well when we are the ones creating 
many of the animals that we dote on and care about.” Shannen gives her a skeptical look. 
“We are making pets more like us, more humanoid. It’s just like what we were saying 
earlier about breed. Pugs, for example, are neotenized, but they are also made to look 
more like humans; bigger eyes, flatter faces, all that. I was joking with you earlier when 
you said you look like Maddie, but you do. We all do—that’s the idea.”54 
Shannen’s bites her lower lip and it is only now that she realizes their menus have 
vanished. She’s a sly one, Shannen thinks to herself as she sees a pile of menus on the 
counter in front of her mother. “So you’re saying it’s even easier to have those close 
relationships with pets—more so than other animals—because we humanize them, not 
just anthropomorphize them? They’re more like us so it’s more effortless to empathize 
and share our lives with them. That makes sense—especially with dogs. But that really 
doesn’t give any answers as to why we can share our lives with animals other than dogs 
and consider those animals family members—persons—as well.” 
“I think that’s right—people need to see animals and spend time with them to 
consider them as something closer to persons. So really, it’s not just a semantic 
distinction.” She pauses, a look of concern coming over her face. “You mentioned 
cognitive dissonance before…I think that may answer the question of how we can treat 
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our pets in entirely different ways than we treat nearly every other animal. We can do this 
because we’re always doing it, and not just with animals, with everything. 
Our values and behaviors are incongruent, and this incongruence causes us a 
certain degree of moral discomfort. In order to alleviate that discomfort, we have 
three choices: we can change our values to match our behaviors, we can change 
our behaviors to match our values, or we can change our perception of our 
behaviors so that they appear to match our values.55 
 
I would argue that we tend to go for the third option. I guess it’s kind of like we’re lying 
 
to ourselves.” 
 
 Shannen nods solemnly in agreement as her eyes become wide. She thinks about 
putting Maddie down and how she could have kept her alive and told herself that her 
actions were for Maddie; that would have been taking the third option. She could have 
made herself believe that keeping Maddie alive was what was best for both herself and 
Maddie, and in that way Shannen’s perception of her own decision would match up with 
the value of caring for her pet. A brief wave comes over her: Isn’t that what I think about 
putting Madison down? She also thinks about her desire to feel needed, but that that 
emotion is hidden behind the care we take of our pets. We tell ourselves it’s all for them, 
but it’s just as much for us, she thinks to herself as she shakes her head. 
 Jess continues, filling the silence. “Really, it’s just part of who we are. I 
remember this job I used to have in a thrift store. I worked for this chauvinistic guy, you 
know the type. Anyway, this one day I went into the office for a sip of tea and to check 
my phone; he was in there pricing a rug someone donated. Then, out of nowhere, he says 
something like ‘Oh, it’s going to take forever to get this ugly thing off of the sales floor; 
you should pose on it and I’ll take a picture—we’ll sell it quicker that way.’” Shannen’s 
eyes bulge out and her face shows a look of utter disgust. “I know. And I just froze. I told 
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myself I couldn’t do anything, that he was kidding, that I would get fired if I said 
anything; I lied to myself. I could have told Human Resources or made a scene, but I just 
pretended like I didn’t hear him and walked out of the office. I was scared to tell myself 
the truth: I had the power—the freedom—to make a decision that affected more than just 
me.” She pauses, hesitating. “Plus, I just wanted that situation to be over. I felt disgusted 
with myself because I was sort of flattered too.” Jess looks down, avoiding eye contact. 
Shannen sits quietly, processing Jess’ story. The phrase bad faith suddenly comes 
to Shannen’s mind from some previous philosophy class. ‘It must be the consciousness 
(of) being conscious of the drive to be repressed, but precisely in order not [to] be 
conscious of it,’ Shannen remembers.56 She considers that because our consciousness is 
so fractured—that we can choose to be conscious of only what we deem necessary—we 
can readily lie to ourselves about the nature of our actions and how those actions reflect 
our values. Jess lied to herself because she wanted to avoid not only the responsibility of 
her inaction, but also her feelings of flattery mixed with her desire to die in that very 
moment. 
Trying to redirect the focus of the conversation, Jess adds “Besides, I don’t think 
we can change and better our relationships with other living animals until we can get 
better at facing killing them.57 Can you imagine if we there were rituals for killing the 
animals we eat? I think we would be forced to face something we avoid, or try to avoid. 
You know? It’s like what you said earlier, you either have to face the killing, the animal, 
or you shouldn’t be killing it.” 
Shannen thinks about how we avoid facing death and that she ‘…feels our only 
choice is either to look away or give up meat,’ or give up anything that requires the 
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killing of an animal.58 There has to be some sort of middle ground; these cannot be our 
only options. ‘…There might still be another way open to us, and…finding it will begin 
with looking once again—at the animals…and at their deaths.’59 “Yes, I think that would 
lead to a more responsible killing.” She looks around her. “Every animal can’t have 
this…” Shannen gestures to include the family that has just come together and had a 
funeral for one dog. She thinks about placing the flowers on Madison’s body and 
recognizing her as an individual deserving of rituals. Shannen further reflects on mass 
killings of animals—their deaths without grief or ritual; she knows that the rituals 
surrounding Madison’s death are not possible for each individual animal that is killed for 
food, animal research, etc. “But I think we can get a little closer, a little better.” She 
considers that perhaps keeping animals and even killing them can improve, that food 
animals, or research animals, can be known as something more akin to a pet— 
‘…something to be named, not numbered.’60 
With a look of hope, Jess gives a weak smile. After pondering for a moment, she 
asks “Maybe something more like Kashrut? You know, the Jewish dietary laws that 
require certain rituals when preparing, slaughtering, and eating animals. ‘…The Jewish 
dietary laws were devised as a compromise: if humans absolutely must eat animals, we 
should do so humanely, with respect for the other creatures in the world and with 
humility. Don’t subject the animals you eat to unnecessary suffering, either in their lives 
or in their slaughter.’”61 
“I’ve never thought about that before, but yes, I’m thinking about something 
closer to that, but when dealing with any animal killing, not just killing animals for food.” 
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She believes that rituals surrounding animal deaths are a way to remember their lives and 
considers that this is not a statistic to be instantly forgotten; it is a story that sticks in the 
mind of those who perform rituals. 
After a moment, Jess asks “How has your work been about all this anyway?” 
“Amazing, actually. My boss said I could have the week off, but I’m going to go 
in on Friday. I don’t know how I’m going to do it, though; I can barely get out of bed. I 
have to almost forget about it to a certain extent just to go on about my day…live my life. 
But I don’t want to forget.” Shannen contemplates what it means to forget a death, 
knowing 
Remembering and forgetting are part of the same mental process. To write down 
one detail of an event is to not write down another (unless you keep writing 
forever). To remember one thing is to let another slip from remembrance (unless 
you keep recalling forever) …We can’t hold on to everything we’ve known so far. 
So the question is not whether we forget but what, or whom, we forget.62  
 
Suddenly giddy with excitement, Jess questions “Are you going to get that tattoo? 
Of Maddie’s paw? That’s a way to remember. I’ll go with you if you want! I’ve been 
dying to get another one.”  
“Probably. It’s the only tattoo I could see myself getting because it would actually 
mean something. I think I would get it on my wrist; then I could see it every day.” This 
notion of remembrance makes Shannen concentrate more on forgetting. She thinks about 
how much she wanted to stay asleep this morning and likens this state to psychic 
numbing. ‘In and of itself, psychic numbing is not evil; it is a normal, inevitable part of 
daily life, enabling us to function in a violent and unpredictable world and to cope with 
our pain if we do fall prey to violence.’63 Self-preservation, she tells herself. Some people 
can’t deal with the truth, or they don’t want to. In a way, none of us can fully face the 
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truth. Shannen thinks again of bad faith, acknowledging that ‘the goal of bad faith…is to 
put oneself out of reach; it is an escape.’64 We lie to ourselves when we don’t like the 
truth, she tells herself. For a moment, Shannen begins to wonder why she has not 
confronted her family about eating meat. Am I just too lazy to argue with them? she 
simultaneously asks herself and suppresses the question. 
Jess nods in agreement. Their conversation is then cut short as their sandwiches 
arrive. They all eat, trying to both remember and forget. Shannen and Jess eat their 
veggie sandwiches, thinking of Maddie—someone lying between animal and person. 
They think of her death and ways to remember her, whether in the form of a tattoo or 
regular stories and trips to the flower garden where she is now buried. The others think of 
Maddie in this way as well. However, they eat their meat sandwiches, forgetting the 
animals their sandwiches once were—their deaths without grief or ritual. Maddie had a 
funeral and a family; the lives and deaths of the animals on the table are completely 
forgotten. They all sat in bad faith. 
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The Upsetting Article 
 Shannen is sitting on the couch, slumped over in a way that makes her look and 
feel years older. With only work to focus on, she is looking for something to pique her 
interest, anything to take her attention off of the time she has to think. ‘Research can be 
calming in such circumstances,’ Shannen thinks to herself, remembering a quote from a 
book she read earlier in the summer.65 After dragging the laptop onto her legs, she begins 
perusing Audible for anything related to animal research. She has just finished Deborah 
Rudacille’s Scalpel and the Butterfly and is thinking about something along the same 
lines. Only one credit left. She then mentally curses herself for becoming addicted to 
audiobooks in the car and Amazon’s high monthly rates, knowing that she will pay them. 
 Shannen is suddenly distracted from the voices in her head by a shrill noise to her 
left. She cocks her head, furrowing her brows. “Sorry,” Nicholas remarks. “I thought I 
put it on silent.” He is playing one of the many games on his IPad; Shannen hates all of 
them, but she loves Nicholas. Her face softens and she leans over for a quick peck. With 
a faint smile, she gets back to her mission. 
 The only result of her search is an article ten minutes in length. Without looking 
at the title, Shannen asks herself why someone would buy an Audiobook that’s takes so 
little time to read. Then she reads the title: “Human-Animal Chimeras Are Gestating on 
U.S. Research Farms.” Instantly interested, Shannen Googles the article and reads. Her 
face contorts more and more, her eyes flashing to lines such as “generating human 
organs…inside pigs or sheep” and “blur the line between species.”66 After taking a 
breath, Shannen calms herself enough to read the entire article…it takes less than ten 
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minutes. 
 “Apparently,” Shannen begins to tell Nicholas, who is still sitting next to her 
quietly, “we have been growing human organs inside of pigs and sheep for organ 
transplants. I mean, one hasn’t been transplanted yet, but they’re on their way. The 
National Institute of Health said they’re not supporting it until they know more, but 
private institutions are going forward with these human-animal chimeras anyway.”67 
 Half listening, Nicholas responds, “Yeah, I think I saw that article on Alex Jones’ 
channel a few months back.” 
 Shannen has a look of disgust almost as intense as when reading the article. “Ugh, 
Alex Jones! That stupid conspiracy theorist! I hate his voice.” Whisked away to all of the 
videos she’s watched, Shannen has to concentrate on the subject at hand. “But this isn’t 
some baseless conspiracy theory! This is a legitimate article from the MIT Technology 
Review!” Shannen has been comforted by the belief that Alex Jones—a radio host and 
conspiracy theorist—has been exaggerating his claims and that there has never been any 
reason for her to be concerned about the issues that he raises. Now Shannen is realizing 
that he may have valid points, including the fear that human organs are being grown 
inside pigs and sheep; until now, the thought had seemed only to occur in science fiction. 
 Becoming slightly more attentive and ignoring Shannen’s jab at Alex Jones, 
Nicholas leans over and looks at the article, “No, that’s the one he talks about…that exact 
article.” 
 Shannen frowns, saying “I thought he was a quack.” Correcting herself, she adds 
“I mean, I know he is, but I had no idea this has been going on.” She is not willing to 
believe that Alex Jones is the voice of reason in this scenario; she brings up Jones’ video 
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and watches as he goes through the MIT article, highlighting many of her fears.68  She 
feels a tinge of anxiety, wondering how many legitimate issues he has brought up that she 
has dismissed. Redirecting her thoughts, Shannen says “You know, Rudacille talks about 
transgenic animals— ‘…animals transfected with human genes or the genes of other 
species.’69 The book was written in 2001, so growing human organs inside of animals 
wasn’t taking place, but I’m pretty sure it’s the same concept.”70 
 Nicholas tries to scan the page and asks calmly “Why doesn’t the NIH support 
it?” 
 “It says here that the agency is worried about the animals getting human brain 
cells.”71 
 “As in worried about becoming too human?” Nicholas is becoming more 
concerned at the thought of an animal with a human brain. 
 “Basically. It’s been going on for years—chimera-making, I mean. They’ve been 
putting pieces of human organs into mice and rats for a long time, but this is different 
because it involves putting human cells into a developing embryo, meaning the human 
cells could multiply almost anywhere as the animal develops, including the brain. Isn’t 
that crazy?!” Shannen is becoming visibly distraught. She recalls the conversation she 
had with Kaylee weeks ago, believing that humans and animals should have the line 
between them blurred, but feels that this is the opposite of what she had in mind. This is 
anthropomorphizing in the worst way. Thinking that she has been explaining this train of 
thought out loud to Nicholas, Shannen blurts out “Oh my God! And he uses his own 
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blood to create these chimera creatures—the scientist! It is literal anthropomorphizing!” 
 Nicholas, sensing that he is now part of a conversation between Shannen and 
herself, remarks “Wow, yeah that’s fucked up!” Thinking for a moment, he asks “Doesn’t 
that mess up that philosopher guy’s logical argument even more?” 
 Shannen is intrigued by Nicholas’ use of ‘philosopher’ and ‘logical argument’ in 
the same sentence. “Who?” 
 Nicholas licks his lips, the habitual act that lets Shannen know he is in deep 
thought. “I can’t remember, Paul Si-something…” 
 Shannen lights up. “Peter Singer! You do listen when I talk! And you’re right. He 
argues that ‘either the animal is not like us, in which case there is no reason for 
performing the experiment; or else the animal is like us, in which case we ought not to 
perform on the animal an experiment that would be considered outrageous if performed 
on one of us.’”72 
 “Yes, so growing human organs inside of animals this way is wrong because the 
chimera creatures are part human.” 
“Exactly, but you could argue that for any kind of animal research. I guess 
because the chimeras don’t come to term the researchers still don’t consider their rights at 
all—human or animal.” 
Nicholas feels that this can’t be quite right. “I thought larger mammals were 
covered under the Animal Welfare Act. Wouldn’t that give at least the animal-human 
fetus thing some kind of protection?” 
“Nope.” Shannen has had this conversation before. “Remember, domestic farm 
animals aren’t covered under the act either.”73 She adds angrily, “That’s convenient too 
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because ‘…pigs have a notable similarity to humans. Though they take less time to 
gestate, their organs look a lot like ours.’”74 
Nicholas, not knowing how to respond, suggests that she look into the chimera 
creations a bit more. As Shannen pulls up more pages on the subject, Nicholas catches 
another glimpse at the original article. “Does that say The Island of Dr. Moreau?” 
  Shannen is now skimming another article. “Yes, and this one mentions it too. It’s 
that book by H.G. Wells about the crazy vivisectionist and the animal-men, mostly pig-
men, that he creates.75  I know it’s not for organ transplant, but it speaks to not being able 
to clearly distinguish between humans and animals. Pretty spot on.” Shannen thinks about 
her conversation with Jess about pets. Pets blur the line between humans and animals, 
but surely we have to keep a pretty bright line between humans and those animals we 
experiment on! 
 “I guess, but I think Frankenstein would be a stronger match.” 
 Shannen tries to mentally conjure Mary Shelley’s nightmarish story from her high 
school days and the references in Rudacille’s book. “How do you figure?” 
 “Well, if I remember correctly, Frankenstein focuses more on the responsibilities 
that we have toward our creations, whereas Dr. Moreau is just some freak who creates 
weird creatures that resort back to being animals. Frankenstein’s monster is fully human, 
minus his appearance, of course.” Laughing nervously, Nicholas adds that “The monster 
is sort of like the chimera if it gets human brain cells.” 
 Shannen smiles. “Look at you. That makes perfect sense! I hadn’t thought of 
that!” She then thinks about the animal with a human brain and frowns. “It would be a 
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nonhuman-looking creature that is fully human.” Her mind begins to race, making 
connections between the novel and reality. “And Frankenstein becomes obsessed with 
creating the monster, blind to the consequences of his actions. He wants to create the 
monster because he can create it; the creation is a scientific challenge, more about what 
can be done and not questioning what should be done—or not done.” 
“Exactly. In a way, Frankenstein is like that…” Nicholas looks back at the screen. 
“Dr. Hiromitsu Nakauchi who uses his own blood. Who does that shit when they’re not 
obsessed? And does he realize that this animal is partly him?”76 
“I have no idea, but I would hope so. That’s part of the anthropomorphizing I was 
talking about. Plus, they both use parts from humans and animals to achieve their goal.” 
Shannen thinks again about her conversation with Jess and the lies we tell ourselves. 
What does a person like Dr. Nakauchi have to tell himself to take his own blood and 
insert his cells into a pig or sheep fetus? She thinks of a waiter in a café: 
His movement is quick and forward, a little too precise, a little too rapid. He 
comes toward the customer a little too eagerly…All his behavior seems to us a 
game…he is playing at being a waiter in a café…And it is precisely this person 
who I have to be (if I am the waiter in question) and who I am not…It is a 
representation for others and for myself, which means that I can be he only in 
representation. But if I represent him as myself, I am not he.77 
  
The waiter is denying his freedom, telling himself that he must fulfill the role he has 
assigned to himself; he acts mechanically, trying to imitate what it means to be a waiter, 
Shannen thinks to herself. She knows that ‘there are indeed many precautions to imprison 
a man in what he is, as if we lived in perpetual fear that he might escape from it, that he 
might break away and suddenly elude his condition.’78 He tells himself he is a scientist, a 
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hero! She realizes that he not only believes that he is saving people, but he believes he 
must act as a scientist and perform those duties which solidify that role. All of the 
paperwork he must fill out only reassures him of this fact; a scientist ‘…must file a report 
stating that when painful experiments were performed without the use of pain-relieving 
drugs, this was necessary to achieve the objectives of the research project.’79 The scientist 
has been convinced that his actions are not harming animals more than necessary because 
they are done for the greater good. This may mean that the scientist grows human organs 
inside of animals or uses his own blood to do so; his role as scientist is not to question 
whether he should be carrying out these experiments in the first place. But when we only 
acknowledge and adhere to the role we assign ourselves, we aren’t being our true selves, 
Shannen concludes. We aren’t being true to ourselves. 
“Wait!” Nicholas jumps off the couch and Shannen can hear him descending the 
stairs. He’s back on the couch just as quickly with Frankenstein in hand. “I swear 
Frankenstein mentions chimeras at some point. Give me a sec.” As he leafs through the 
book, Shannen is puzzled. When did we get a copy of Frankenstein? When did he read it? 
Finally finding what he was looking for, Nicholas shouts “Here! It’s Frankenstein’s 
professor talking to him about chemistry.” He reads the passage aloud: 
The ancient teachers of this science…promised impossibilities and performed 
nothing. The modern masters promise very little; they know that metals cannot be 
transmuted and that the elixir of life is a chimera. But these philosophers, whose 
hands seem only made to dabble in dirt, and their eyes to pour over the 
microscopic or crucible, have indeed performed miracles. They penetrate into the 
recesses of nature and show how she works in her hiding-places. They ascend into 
the heavens; they have discovered how the blood circulates, and the nature of the 
air we breathe. They have acquired new and almost unlimited powers; they can 
command the thunders of heaven, mimic the earthquake, and even mock the 
invisible world with its own shadows.80 
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“Frankenstein goes on to say that this speech is his fate and downfall, that this is what 
made him become obsessed with science and creation.” 
Shannen, who had been listening as astutely as possible, felt she understood. 
“Wow! I know he’s not talking about chimeras in the same way, but it does foreshadow 
Frankenstein’s obsession to do the impossible and create the monster, which is also a 
chimera. And the fact that it is referred to as the elixir of life—that is even more 
applicable now.” She again thinks about her previous conversation with Kaylee and what 
kind of story we’re telling ourselves with this chimera experimentation and her smile 
fades. “So by creating these creatures, we’re fitting ourselves into a horror story that 
we’re entirely responsible for, just like Victor Frankenstein. I worry that like this 
monster, things could easily get out of hand very quickly, and we have no one to blame 
but ourselves.” 
 Nicholas, seeming to both listen and read her mind, responds “But that’s not what 
we’re telling ourselves, or what the scientists are telling us. They…” 
 Shannen cuts him off. “Yes! Why didn’t I see that before?! Look at the use of 
chimera—it’s so obvious!” She reminds herself that the scientists must tell a story to the 
public, and the public must tell a story to themselves as well. “They can’t call it what it is 
because there will be too much public backlash. Well, maybe. It’s like The Scalpel and 
the Butterfly! You can’t use words like cloning—you have to rebrand it with something 
like ‘somatic cell genetic transfer’ or ‘organic improvement’.”81  
 “Yep, and you know how I love anything that has to do with ancient Greece and 
Egypt, including chimeras. You know Pan was a chimera? So was Sobek, Anubis, and 
Horus.”82 He gives her a smirk, clearly happy with his contribution to the conversation. 
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 Shannen is again reading the screen. “And it talks about that right here! Chimeras 
have been connected with gods in different ancient civilizations and they’re often viewed 
as protectors.”83 
 “Is that an article about ancient chimeras or the modern ones where we’re 
growing organs in animals?” 
 Shannen is quick to answer. “Both! So essentially we’re telling ourselves that it’s 
the human-animals’ duty to help us by associating them with these ancient creatures. And 
in doing so, we’re taking our responsibility for the modern chimeras off of our 
shoulders.” Thinking again about the waiter, she realizes that he is doing the same thing: 
he is foisting off the responsibility of being authentic, being sincerely himself. The waiter 
fobs off the responsibility of facing the truth. We are doing that—we are accepting these 
stories, knowing that they are false and allowing the burden of those stories to fall on 
others, mostly animals. 
 Nicholas ponders this for a few seconds, debating how to phrase his next 
question. He stalls, asking “Do you want some cheese?” He can see that this has had no 
effect on Shannen, so he inquires, “Well, is that so bad? People need organs…I think 
something like twenty-two people die every day waiting for an organ.84 If animals can 
help provide healthy organs, then shouldn’t we allow this kind of experimenting to a 
certain extent?” 
 Shannen shoots him a disapproving glance. “You sound like a utilitarian. That’s 
basically how all biomedical research is justified—particularly according to Peter Singer. 
But we can’t justify saving some human lives at the expense of millions, no billions, of 
animals. ‘…If a single experiment could cure a disease…that experiment would be 
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justified. But in actual life the benefits are always more remote, and more often than not 
they are nonexistent.’85 Besides, people will die from something no matter what and 
they—we—have to come to terms with that.” Shannen thinks that animal research is 
simply another way to avoid the responsibility of our actions and escape death altogether. 
 Nicholas backs down. “Okay, I see your point. It’s not worth it.” 
 “The arguing or the testing?” 
 Nicholas laughs. “Both! But really, I get what you’re saying.” 
Shannen narrows her eyes. “Do you?” She again grabs from one of the piles of 
books on the floor, opening to a page with a sticky note. She reads “‘The American 
Medical Association has…admitted that animal models have questionable accuracy. An 
AMA representative testified at a congressional hearing on drug testing that frequently 
animal studies prove little or nothing and are very difficult to correlate to humans.’86 And 
that’s just biomedical research.”  
She turns to another marked page. “Consider all of the electric shocks given to 
animals for the psychological experiments in ‘…learned helplessness—supposedly a 
model of depression in human beings.’87 Mice, rats, and even dogs are shocked 
repeatedly—yelping and in constant pain. 88 And do you know what came of this torture? 
Steven Maier, one of the scientists who administered electric shocks to dogs, ‘…admitted 
that more than thirty years of animal experimentation has been a waste of time and of 
substantial amounts of taxpayers’ money, quite apart from the immense amount 
of…physical pain that they have caused.’89 So what is to say that these organ 
experimentations will be any different? It could be just as much—if not more—of a 
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waste! These experiments with chimeras could turn out just as useless as other animal 
research, but it’s not just that.” She adds as a personal disclaimer to Nicholas, “And you 
know I recognize that animal research did provide immunizations for polio, measles, 
mumps, hepatitis, rubella, and all that—I’m not saying it has always been useless.90 It’s 
great that research provided this, but its usefulness is not a justification for conducting 
continued research on animals. ‘Sometimes a cure for whatever kills us is just not enough 
reason to keep the killing machines going at the scale to which we…have become 
accustomed.’”91  
With that, Shannen’s hands disappear into her gigantic bag and come out with at 
least three books, one of which is Hal Herzog’s Some We Love, Some We Hate, Some We 
Eat. Finding one of the many pages she has creased over, Shannen taps the page. “See, 
we’re wasting life.” She begins to read in a harsh tone, stating that “‘According to the 
calculations done by Andrew Rowan, executive vice president of the Humane Society of 
the United States and an expert on the use of animals in research, more genetically 
modified mice are gassed each year in rodent production facilities than are actually used 
in experiments.’”92 She glances up at Nicholas to make sure he is listening and continues. 
“‘But we don’t know the exact number for sure because according to Congress, lab mice 
in the United States are not animals.’93 So we’re not only wasting life with the 
experiments that don’t end up correlating to humans, but we’re wasting life because 
we’re breeding animals and not even using all of them for the useless testing!” 
 Nicholas is disturbed by this statistic and puts it as clearly as he can, muttering 
that “We’re creating animals for the sole purpose of killing them.” 
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 This jars a memory for Shannen. “What did you say?” Nicholas repeats himself. 
Again, her hands—and now arms—are in her bag. 
 Nicholas shakes his head, watching her. “You know that’s why you have shoulder 
and back problems.” 
 Shannen ignores this comment, more concerned with her current task. She comes 
out with yet another book. “I was thinking about this earlier, but I couldn’t remember the 
name.” Shannen holds up Donna J. Haraway’s When Species Meet. Before Nicholas can 
scold or make fun of her, she has what she was after. “She talks about what we need to 
do—morally speaking—and it’s not about figuring out the benefit of research. She says 
To me that does not mean people cannot ever engage in experimental animal lab 
practices, including causing pain and killing. It does mean that these practices 
should never leave their practitioners in moral comfort, sure of their 
righteousness…The moral sensibility needed here is ruthlessly mundane and will 
not be stilled by calculations about ends and means. The needed morality, in my 
view, is culturing a radical ability to remember and feel what is going on and 
performing the epistemological, emotional, and technical work to respond 
practically in the face of permanent complexity not resolved by taxonomic 
hierarchies and with no humanist philosophy or religious guarantees.94 
 
Shannen again thinks about how we avoid both our own death and the deaths of those 
that we kill. Although she would love if animal testing ceased, she realizes that this is not 
likely. This is a way to make things better, she tells herself, just as she did in her 
conversation with Jess. By being truthful with ourselves, we can do more responsible, 
respectful killings. 
“I agree. It’s like what you said before: we shouldn’t consider animals as 
disposable for human needs.” 
Shannen smiles weakly, appreciative of his understanding but still knowing that 
there’s something much more troubling about all of this to her, particularly with the 
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chimera experimentation. “It’s not just that these creations may not alleviate suffering 
and death for humans.” She struggles to communicate the problem. “We’re not just 
obsessed with putting off death and playing God like Frankenstein, which is a problem. 
We’re lying to ourselves.” 
 Nicholas takes this as an exaggeration. “You mean with the chimera thing?” 
 Pressing her lips together, Shannen frowns and shakes her head. “No, it’s bigger 
than that. You know that conversation I had with Kaylee I told you about?” Shannen also 
recalls her conversation with Jess. “Well, we were talking about moral schizophrenia—
it’s the inconsistent way we think about animals, cognitive dissonance with animals.” 
Nicholas nods, remembering hearing about the conversation. “We believe that we feel a 
certain way about them, but we treat them in a totally different way. Take this organ 
experimentation: we’re telling ourselves that these animals are our heroic chimeras, god-
like creatures who have a duty to help and defend us. In reality, we’ve made these 
animals, and now human-animals, into slaves. They have no say about what happens to 
them at all. We’ve characterized a slave as a hero.” 
 Nicholas replies in a low tone. “I hadn’t really thought of it that way. But don’t 
we have to know the truth in order to lie to ourselves?” 
 “Yes, of course. We can’t lie about what we’re ignorant of. ‘The essence of the lie 
implies in fact that the liar actually is in complete possession of the truth which he is 
hiding.’”95 She ponders this for a second and then questions herself: What is the truth that 
the scientist—all of us—are hiding? That we’ll die? Is that all?  
 “I’m not sure I’m following.” 
 “You know exactly what I’m talking about. Singer talks about it. It’s like…  
when we read reports of experiments that cause pain and are apparently not 
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intended to produce results of real significance, we are first inclined to think that 
there must be more to what is being done than we can understand—that the 
scientists must have some better reason for what they are doing than their reports 
indicate.96 
 
 “Ok, yeah I get what you’re saying—we lie and tell ourselves that things are 
better than they are, but what does that have to do with the chimera…oh.” Nicholas 
smiles, realizing that he has answered his own question. “That’s actually a really good 
point. If we’re always lying to ourselves, then we can’t fully realize what is going on like 
Halloway said.” 
 Shannen adds with a smirk, “Haraway, but yes, exactly.” Shannen wonders again 
about what we hide from ourselves when dealing with animals, especially those used in 
biomedical research. Suddenly, she realizes: ‘the broad label of medical research can… 
be used to cover research that is motivated by a general intellectual curiosity.’97 If we 
know these experiments tend to not give beneficial or productive results—and we 
continue condoning them—doesn’t that point to the fact that we just want to electrocute 
animals sometimes, or put human cells in animal fetuses, just to see what happens? 
Because we’re curious and because we can? Shannen’s eyes begin to bulge. That’s what 
we’re avoiding: admitting to ourselves that we have the freedom to conduct research in 
other ways, by acknowledging those animals as beings in themselves. However, we don’t 
want to admit that to ourselves because we enjoy the testing to some extent, and therefore 
we have to hide it by telling ourselves and others that we must carry out these 
experiments because it is what the role of scientist requires, or that it may help people. 
 Nicholas sits up, trying to readjust on the couch that is slowly caving in and 
making them fall into the same slump. Physically uncomfortable and trying 
                                               
96 Singer, Animal Liberation, 73. 
97 Singer, Animal Liberation, 61. 
 50 
unsuccessfully to find a better position, he asks “Have you ever seen the movie What the 
Bleep Do We Know?” 
 Shannen tilts her head and purses her lips in thought, slightly irritated that he has 
interrupted her train of thought. “I think when we first started dating, so years ago. Why? 
Isn’t it about quantum physics or something?” 
 “Yeah, but I think it applies to what we’re talking about. It’s about human 
consciousness and how all we see is ‘the tip of the iceberg’ because we are conditioned to 
think in certain ways.”98 
 “Like when we see the chimera creatures in a positive light instead of delving 
deeper and thinking about transplanting organs into animal fetuses and the ethical issues 
it brings about. Or just animal research in general.” 
 “That could be one aspect, yes. We tell ourselves a story about what the outside 
world is…that story is repeated and becomes a memory. This memory-making involves 
emotional reinforcement, which can cloud vision.”99 
 Shannen’s eyebrows raise and her eyes become wide. She’s not sure if she’s 
understanding or just hearing what she wants. “‘Once a pattern of animal experimentation 
becomes the accepted mode of research in a particular field, the process itself is 
reinforcing and difficult to break out of.’”100 Shannen mentally likens this to bad faith 
and trying to conform to a role—in this case an established institution of animal testing 
and ‘being a scientist.’ 
 “And not just that—like you said, that story is entangled with another thread 
about how testing is a good thing, like with the chimeras.” 
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 Shannen shakes her head violently in an effort to clarify her thoughts. “Ok, yes, 
so it is a rift in human consciousness. We think about two different things at once. We 
know testing isn’t right, but we make it seem heroic by telling about it with ancient 
mythological stories instead of the more accurate Frankenstein.” 
 Nicholas nods. “It sort of mentions that in the movie too; it says that a person (and 
his or her consciousness) does not usually operate as an integrated whole.”101 
“Yes! Because our consciousness lacks unity, we can know the truth in one sense 
and refuse to acknowledge it in another. It’s necessary, especially when dealing with 
death, whether it is in the lab or…” Shannen looks at the paw print on her wrist, recalling 
her conversation with Jess. “Or elsewhere. If we thought about things in a better way by 
telling ourselves better stories, we would make a new reality for ourselves and the 
animals we affect. And we would remember and acknowledge their lives and deaths.” 
 Nicholas takes a deep breath. “I guess, but easier said than done.” Jokingly, he 
asks, “How do you get people to unify their consciousness?” 
 Shannen snorts, not being expected to answer a question about human 
consciousness. “I have no clue.” Tauntingly, she says “With a better story, I guess. With 
a narrative that better aligns these parts of ourselves.” She also considers how being in 
better faith and treating animals in a more truthful way would benefit humans themselves. 
The waiter—in an effort to fulfill his role—was not only avoiding being himself, but he 
was acting more mechanical, less human. We can only take so much bad faith before we 
become something else, Shannen says silently and rests her head in her hands. And I think 
we’re moving towards our limit. 
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The Meat in the Freezer 
 Lydia buzzes Shannen into her new apartment. She is shown every room and is in 
awe of the great amount of space and light. Lydia has gone to the trouble of making them 
a smorgasbord of appetizers including berries, nuts, and cheese. Each of them fill a glass 
of wine and settle into a table on the balcony. The third floor breeze makes the heat of 
midsummer mild and comforting. After venting about the latest family and work 
debacles, Shannen realizes her glass is empty and goes into the refrigerator to retrieve 
more wine. As she opens the freezer door for the taboo ice cubes, she fixates on multiple 
packages covered in foil and tucked away in plastic bags, marked pork and ground beef. 
 As Shannen comes back onto the balcony, she unsuccessfully hides a look of 
disapproval and disgust. Unable to contain herself, she passive-aggressively asks the 
petite-framed woman in front of her if she is going to eat all that meat. Lydia rolls her 
eyes, not giving Shannen the satisfaction of an answer and knowing what will happen if 
she does. “I just don’t understand. You love your dogs and care about animals. How can 
you continue to eat them? Or rather, eat so many of them.” Shannen doesn’t wait for a 
response. “I don’t mean to be so harsh and I’m not trying to sound condescending, but 
you know what happens to animals in factory farms—I’ve told you.  
“On a daily basis, animals killed for meat are ‘bled, skinned, and dismembered 
while conscious.’102 The crazy part is, that’s not even the worst of it. Take pigs, for 
example. Or hogs, if you want to distinguish them as a commodity. Anyway, they are 
often beat to death, if they’re lucky.103 It is not uncommon for workers to deliberately 
make them suffer. I remember reading these testimonials about workers—people with 
families who function in society—who stick pipes up pigs’ rectums and vaginas, or slice 
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off their noses and put salt in their wounds.”104 Lydia gives her a look of skepticism to 
hide her disgust, egging her on. “And I know what you’re thinking; it’s an exaggeration. I 
wish it were, but it isn’t. You know Temple Grandin? The one who gave that speech we 
went to a semester or two ago?” 
 “I do. She’s the one who improved slaughterhouse conditions, right?” 
“Yes, that’s her. Well, ‘since 2000—after Temple Grandin reported improvement 
in slaughterhouse conditions—workers have been documented using poles like baseball 
bats to hit baby turkeys, stomping on chickens to watch them pop, beating lame pigs with 
metal pipes, and knowingly dismembering fully conscious cattle.’”105 This behavior isn’t 
the exception; about ‘26 percent of slaughterhouses had abuses so severe that they should 
have failed’ their audits.106 And this is what is happening during announced audits! Can 
you imagine what happens when someone isn’t watching?” Shannen clasps the sides of 
her face in horror, looking down onto the glistening parking lot to get the images out of 
her mind. 
“And those are just the slaughterhouses,” Lydia replies in a meek voice. 
“Exactly. In factory farms, ‘a sow will spend sixteen weeks of her pregnancy 
confined in a gestation crate so small that she will not be able to turn around…She will 
be given no bedding and often will develop…blackened, pus-filled sores from chafing in 
the crate.’107 The piglets are then taken away as quickly as possible and put in other 
cramped pens. Then the piglets that don’t grow fast enough become part of a process 
called thumping.” Shannen’s eyes begin to bulge and her voice rises. “They are literally 
just taken and swung against a wall to break their skulls and then their little bodies are 
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tossed aside like banana peels!”108 Lydia shudders slightly at the thought of a limp piglet 
being thrown into a heap. Shannen continues, saying “The more disturbing part is that 
they are often found ‘running around with an eyeball hanging down on the side of their 
face, just bleeding like crazy, or [with] their jaw broken.’109 Isn’t that horrifying?! We 
don’t even consider these piglets’ lives enough to properly kill them.” Shannen puts her 
face in her hands and rubs her eyes. “And don’t get me started on cows or chickens—it’s 
just as bad, if not worse.” 
Lydia looks just as exhausted as Shannen. “Don’t worry, I won’t. I honestly don’t 
know how much more information I can take.” 
Shannen looks up, mildly surprised. You’re the one who eats flesh, so why am I 
the one who can and wants to talk about this? Shannen thinks this but responds, “I feel 
like it’s almost common knowledge at this point for most people, though. I mean, we all 
know that terrible things happen to animals in factory farms and the slaughterhouses 
associated with them, whether we choose to believe it, educate ourselves, deny it, or 
whatever. Despite this knowledge, nearly everyone I know eats factory farmed meat and 
doesn’t give it a second thought. And they’re not bad people.” Shannen gestures toward 
Lydia. “You’re a wonderful person. Don’t you see? We’re lying to ourselves. We do it all 
the time, especially in regard to animals. I was talking to Nicholas about this the other 
night when I found an article about growing human organs inside of pigs and sheep.” 
Lydia’s face distorts. “I’ll tell you about it later. Anyway, we’re telling ourselves that we 
love and respect animals, but we don’t—and myself included! I’m eating cheese from a 
cow that has had her calf torn away from her—probably multiple times.110 We use and eat 
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these animals every day and worse than that, we support a system of industrial agriculture 
that assures that their lives and deaths are undignified and unrecognized. So the issue 
isn’t even about the suffering, at least not fully. Eating animals is just another way that 
we are in bad faith.” Shannen sees an inquisitive look in Lydia’s eyes. “All I’m saying is 
that if we thought a little bit more about what we eat and the contradictions between how 
we treat the animals that we are closest to—our pets—and the ones we eat, maybe we 
would be in better faith.” Shannen takes a long, deep breath. “You can’t say that there 
isn’t something terribly wrong with this whole system and that it wouldn’t be better if we 
didn’t support it quite so much.” 
Lydia first chastises Shannen for forever verbally abusing her during their 
meetings, and Shannen feels that this conversation will again go nowhere. However, 
Lydia goes on to explain that she doesn’t think about the animals when she eats meat or 
buys it from the grocery store, but she knows that this isn’t enough of an explanation for 
Shannen or herself. She begins again, saying “I’m trying to figure out how to coherently 
make my point…it’s kind of a matter of convenience. I guess I liken factory farming to 
the transportation system in the U.S.” Shannen starts laughing, expecting nothing from 
this analogy. “No, really. I know that the transportation system in America is not what it 
could—or should—be. I would love to take the bus or train to work; I know that’s the 
best option—for the environment and the people involved—but I don’t see it as being a 
viable option for me. I would have to go out of my way to use public transportation and it 
would take me double the time to get to work. Of course I want the transportation system 
to get better and be more accessible to a greater number of people, but I feel that there is 
nothing I can do about it and to try to make a difference would have no impact on the 
system overall. If there were a more convenient way to purchase humane meat and I felt 
that it would make a difference, I would. That is, if I even knew where to get humanely 
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raised and slaughtered meat. Unfortunately, it’s just easier to go about the way that I am 
now, taking my car to work and eating factory farmed meat from the grocery store.” 
“That actually makes much more sense than I thought it would. In your mind, it’s 
a necessary evil if you choose to consume meat and other animal products. You don’t 
want to be burdened by having to find routes of public transportation (a place that raises 
and slaughters animals humanely), and you feel powerless as a commuter—consumer in 
the case of eating animals—if you did choose to take the more difficult route. Believe 
me, I get it. But don’t you think that’s strange—that we can so easily dismiss over 23 
million deaths every day for convenience?”111 
Lydia is looking up, contemplating the accuracy of her analogy.  “I guess, but 
isn’t it Sartre who talks about bad faith? How does that factor in?” She cocks her head, 
saying “I thought he was a Nazi.” 
Shannen chuckles and responds “No, you’re thinking of Heidegger, but Sartre 
was strongly influenced by him. Sartre was actually part of the French Resistance who 
chose to fight against the Nazi Party during World War Two. Anyway, that’s beside the 
point.” Shannen’s eyes squint, Maybe that is part of the point. Some humans were 
thought to be worthy of life and others were not. There was a clear distinction between 
humans and humans. Shaking off this idea for now, Shannen continues “I love that you 
know Sartre. Normally I can only talk to Kaylee about philosophers.” 
Lydia scoffs with her dry sense of humor as she eyes Shannen above her glasses, 
“Well at least you approve of something I do.” 
Ignoring this, Shannen continues. “Anyway, Sartre uses the example of a woman 
on a date. As they’re talking, the guy puts his hand on her knee and leaves it there.”112 
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Intrigued, Lydia responds “Oh, how scandalous!” 
“Exactly! But she doesn’t recognize it as such. Of course, we know what the guy 
is thinking—he wants to sleep with her—but she doesn’t let herself come to this 
conclusion. She only allows herself to experience what is present, telling herself that he 
doesn’t mean or intend anything beyond that hand on her knee. She lies to herself and in 
doing so foists the responsibility off of herself and therefore neither consents nor resists; 
she simply lets it happen.113 It’s like when you eat a cheeseburger: you only allow 
yourself to see the burger in front of you and prevent yourself from acknowledging that it 
is dead animal flesh and that you have been partly responsible for its death and treatment. 
As Sartre says, ‘the truth would humiliate and horrify’ us.”114  
Lydia retorts “You know, as much I hate to admit it, I think you’re making a good 
point. If I remember correctly, bad faith is ‘the very essence of the reflexive idea of 
hiding something from oneself…tending on the one hand to maintain and locate the thing 
to be concealed and on the other hand to repress and disguise it.’115 So we are seeking out 
meat, knowing generally that the animals have not been treated well. However, we are 
able to both look for the meat, find it, and eat it without acknowledging its truth.” 
Shannen is relieved by Lydia’s understanding. “This is why we’re friends. That’s 
exactly right. And we don’t just exhibit this behavior towards the animals we eat; bad 
faith represents an inherent duality in our consciousness. Like I said, I had this discussion 
with Nicholas about animals used in research and it’s the same pattern of thinking. Sartre 
admits that ‘a person can live in bad faith …[and] it can even be the normal aspect of life 
for a great number of people.’116 And obviously, it is normal for the majority because 
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we’re in bad faith all the time: when we’re on a date, when we eat—and there are so 
many people participating in and supporting the animal agriculture industry.” 
“I agree with you, but what do you suppose people do? People won’t stop eating 
meat and they—and I—aren’t particularly fond of being told that what they are doing is 
morally wrong and that they need to change their behavior and their ways of thinking.” 
“I know, and that’s not what I’m suggesting. Well, ok, I am suggesting that 
people eat less meat and other animal products, but I don’t think that it’s necessary for 
them to become vegans. I mean, does a person really need to eat over two-hundred and 
forty pounds of meat per year?!”117 Gesturing to the refrigerator, Shannen adds “And so 
much of that is wasted!” 
“No, people don’t have to eat that much, but I think their diets would suffer to 
some extent if they consumed fewer animal products—that means less protein, calcium, 
all that.” 
Shannen suppresses her urge to tell Lydia she is making the common arguments 
against vegetarianism and veganism. “That’s true, but ‘…Americans tend to take in twice 
the amount of protein they need [and]…excess protein has been linked with osteoporosis, 
kidney disease, calcium stones in the urinary tract, and some cancers… A varied diet of 
beans, lentils, grains, and vegetables contains all of the essential amino acids.’118 So 
consuming less meat and animal products would actually be beneficial rather than 
harmful; the same holds true for calcium. Actually, ‘broccoli…provid[es] five times as 
much calcium as milk.’”119 And don’t get me started on the environmental repercussions. 
‘Alan Durning, a researcher at the Worldwatch Institute…in Washington, D.C., has 
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calculated that one pound of steak from steers raised in a feedlot costs five pounds of 
grain, 2,500 gallons of water, the energy equivalent of a gallon of gasoline, and about 
thirty-five pounds of eroded top-soil.’120 In other words, meat production is straining our 
resources. Plus, ‘animal agriculture makes a 40% greater contribution to global warming 
than all transportation in the world combined; it is the number one cause of climate 
change.’121 
“Well, assuming that’s all true, you can’t argue about the economic repercussions 
of shutting down factory farms.” Lydia has a look of satisfaction, as if she has found an 
area of weakness. 
Shannen sighs. “Again, that’s true.” Her voice becoming stern, she asks, “But is 
that really our argument to keep factory farms going? To preserve the economy?” 
Shannen thinks of a passage: 
In any case, some will object that if such a world is possible, it is not desirable… 
This argument is not new either: those who have an interest in perpetuating the 
present always shed tear for the marvelous past about to disappear without 
casting a smile on the young future. It is true that by doing away with slave 
markets, we destroyed those great plantations lined with azaleas and camellias, 
we dismantled the whole delicate Southern civilization… Does such a fleeting 
miracle…justify perpetuating a situation that is so damaging…? The beauty of 
flowers…can be appreciated for what they are worth; if these treasures are paid 
for with blood or misery, one must be willing to sacrifice them.122 
     
“Anyway, like I said before, we need to think a little bit more about our actions. I think 
it’s Jonathan Foer who says something like ‘consistency is not required, but engagement 
with the problem is.’123 People don’t have to stop eating meat—they don’t even have to 
stop purchasing meat from factory farms, although I would personally love it if they did. 
I think that the first step is simply to acknowledge that there is inconsistency and a 
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serious problem, and that it stems from the way we think—or avoid thinking—about the 
animals that we affect the most. Besides, humans need bad faith to some degree as an 
‘escape in order to live.’124 Being a human means having to live with the fact that your 
existence depends on vast amounts of death. I was talking to Kaylee about this a while 
back—literally everything we use contains animal byproducts. It’s so much more than the 
animals we consume. Fertilizer, fabric softener, ink, paper—you name it and it probably 
has animal byproducts in it.”125  Shannen takes a distraught breath. “Probably very few 
know the extent of it, but they should at least acknowledge and educate themselves about 
what they have control over: eating animals. Anyway, you wouldn’t be able to go about 
any resemblance of a normal day without bad faith. I just want something better, 
something more truthful and authentic, as Sartre would say.” Shannen is winded and 
takes a healthy gulp of her now watered down wine. 
Lydia mimics Shannen and responds, “So it’s a form of self-preservation—I get 
that—but how will we be reminded to think about the truth of our food every time we eat 
animals or purchase them from the grocery store?” 
Shannen shrugs. “I’m not sure, but I think that first we have to identify the lies 
that we are told in the grocery store. That is one of the most blatant examples of how we 
are in bad faith.” She notices that Lydia is developing a vacant look and getting distracted 
by dogs and children playing in the grassy area below them. “Hey! This is important! I 
think that as a person who buys animal products regularly from factory farms, you—and 
I—have the responsibility to examine one of the most overlooked places that could give 
us an idea about why and how we don’t think about this daily dehumanization of millions 
of lives.” 
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Lydia, suppressing a yawn, responds “I just think you’re kind of trying to press 
your beliefs on others, most notably myself.” 
“I think you’re misunderstanding me. I’m not doing this to torture you or make 
you feel differently than you already do. Most people don’t like the thought of treating 
animals in this way, yet they support it every day. I’m not trying to convince anyone to 
live by my standards, I’m trying to get people to live by their own standards.”126 
Lydia responds sheepishly, “You’re right. Continue.” 
Shannen is mildly hurt, but has no intention of winding down or giving up. 
“You’ll actually find this more in line with what you are interested in; as Michael Pollan 
says, grocery shopping is like ‘a literary experience.’”127 
Lydia adores literature and analysis, but grins and teases “You really need to 
branch out in your reading.” 
“No, really. It’s completely true when you think about it. When you go into the 
grocery store, you are told a number of stories about the lives of the animals and the 
animal products you can buy; these can be in words or images. The eggs you buy may 
say free range or have a picturesque pasture on the front. The chicken you buy could 
have the words humanely raised printed under the plastic wrap or the image of a vibrant, 
healthy chicken. And that’s the point! ‘It’s the evocative prose as much as anything else 
that makes this food really special, elevating an egg or chicken breast…[or what have 
you] into a much headier experience, one with complex…dimensions.’128 So essentially, 
we’re telling ourselves we’re buying these animal products that couldn’t have been 
treated that bad and believing this hogwash that these companies are telling us when it’s 
entirely false. We are being told inaccurate stories, to say the least.” 
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Lydia looks off into the apartment in a way that makes Shannen believe she heard 
a knock at the door. “Hold that thought. I’ll be right back.” Shannen is again disappointed 
and believes that Lydia is taking this conversation too lightly. However, she reappears 
with her laptop. “I was just thinking that you were going off on some tangent and I was 
about to question whether or not those stories are as false as you claim them to be, but 
then I remembered this dissertation that one of my colleagues had me read. She was 
working on a paper of her own on animal rights and used this as an inspiration. I admit 
it’s been a while since I’ve read it, but I remember reading something about cows. Give 
me a second and I’ll pull it up.” Lydia’s slender fingers type rapidly and as promised, she 
has the dissertation in front of her in an instant. “Here. He talks about the California Milk 
Advisory Board and their ‘Happy Cows’ advertising campaign.” 
“Oh I remember that! They had all of those commercials and labels personifying 
cows and making them seem like they lived in a pastoral countryside, right? Didn’t they 
get sued by PETA?”129 
Lydia presses her lips together, scanning the page. She wants to refresh her 
memory before answering. “Yes, and they did but PETA didn’t win. I remember thinking 
that it was strange since the CMAB is made up of twenty-some dairy farmers who have 
to be nominated by their community. I guess I thought that because they were local 
farmers, they would actually treat their cows better…That coupled with their advertising 
made me believe that their cows were happy.” Her mouth forms a forced grin. “But that’s 
why PETA went after them. PETA argued that the CMAB ‘advertisements misled 
consumers about the emotional and material conditions of farmed animals.’”130 Lydia 
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shrugs. “I was duped like the rest of consumers, thinking that packaging and 
advertisements were truthful and that I could make an informed decision about what I 
was buying.” 
Shannen is hunched forward and sideways, straining to get a good look at the 
screen. “How bad were the conditions for the cows?” 
“I’m sure there are worse places, but I would agree with PETA that the cows 
weren’t happy. They live on grassless lots and are almost always pregnant, only to have 
their calves taken away from them, as you mentioned earlier.”131 
“You’re right—unfortunately, those are good conditions. The dairy industry is 
moving indoors and space is decreasing for the cows. They often only have enough room 
to stand up or lie down.132 Obviously, this is done to control more aspects of the cows’ 
lives so that they will produce greater amounts of milk, so those kinds of advertisements 
will become even more fictional. Now you understand how imperative it is that we know 
that the stories we are told are almost always false and that they cause consumers to make 
decisions that support the treatment of those animals.” 
Lydia gives a reluctant nod and then questions what story Shannen tells herself. “I 
just don’t know how you do it,” Lydia confesses. “I would be exhausted thinking about 
this all the time.” 
Shannen raises her eyebrows and takes in a deep breath through her mouth, 
meeting Lydia’s gaze. “I am exhausted.” She gestures to her glass, jokingly adding “Why 
do you think I drink so much?” Lydia’s lips purse, and Shannen knows she is waiting for 
an answer. Shannen looks down, reluctant to admit what story she tells herself nearly 
every day; she takes another sip of wine and begins cautiously. “Okay, hear me out 
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before you say anything. I tell myself that factory farming is like the Holocaust.” Lydia 
tilts her head and her eyes bulge; she would be surprised at this analogy if she didn’t 
know Shannen so well. Shannen continues, saying “I know it seems like an overstatement 
at first—to say the least—but I think the comparison holds true. You have the mass 
murder factor, but you also have the way in which individuals were killed. I think it’s 
Coetzee who talks about the language used to describe concentration camps. He uses 
phrases like ‘They went like sheep to the slaughter. They died like animals. The Nazi 
butchers killed them. Denunciation of the camps reverberates so fully with the language 
of the stockyards and slaughterhouses that’ I think the similarities are apparent.133 
Lydia cuts Shannen off; she is unconvinced and unimpressed. “So millions of 
individuals were murdered in abhorrent ways—that’s awful, obviously, but I don’t think 
it’s a reason to make that comparison.” 
“I’m glad because that wasn’t my point, although I think it’s a fairly strong one in 
and of itself. What strikes me as terrifying is that so many people went about their daily 
lives, refusing to acknowledge that Jewish people and others were being exterminated. 
They knew—many people lived close enough to the camps—but they claim that they 
didn’t know what was happening.”  
Lydia frowns. “I do remember reading a few instances of that happening. I think 
‘the people who lived in the countryside around Treblinka—Poles, for the most part—
said that they did not know what was going on in the camp[s]; said that, while in a 
general way they might have guessed what was going on, they did not know for sure; said 
that, while in a sense they might have known, in another they did not know, could not 
afford to know, for their own sake.’”134 
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“Yes. They did know—they had to know. It was only because they couldn’t let 
themselves know the truth that they didn’t allow themselves to acknowledge what was 
really happening. So these people—these bystanders—were in bad faith. They lied to 
themselves about the concentration camps; they told themselves stories about how it 
could not be as bad as the rumors, or the noises they heard, or what they saw—or 
smelled. They pushed all of this evidence to some other portion of their minds where they 
didn’t have to confront it…or do anything about it. ‘Bad faith apprehends evidence but it 
is resigned in advance to not being fulfilled by this evidence, to not being persuaded and 
transformed into good faith.’135 All evidence to those that are in bad faith therefore 
becomes non-persuasive evidence. We are doing the same thing: we tell ourselves that 
factory farming conditions can’t be as bad as we’ve heard; we see the undercover videos 
and convince ourselves it’s the exception; we see the flesh on our plate and don’t let 
ourselves think about the animal it was.” 
“I understand what you’re saying, but I still don’t think it’s a valid comparison.” 
She lets out a frustrated laugh and says, “Those people were trying to survive.” 
Shannen smiles. “You could argue that we’re trying to survive too I suppose, but 
that’s a stretch of an argument. Did you know that ‘by 2050, the world’s livestock will 
consume as much food as four billion people’?136 So really, eating these vast amounts of 
meat is counterproductive—we could be feeding more people with greater efficiency. 
Like you said earlier, it’s a matter of convenience. Americans like meat and other animal 
products and they don’t want to give them up.” Shannen looks down at her cheese, 
feeling guilty. “But don’t you think that’s worse? This isn’t even a life or death situation 
for us.” 
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“It is worse to some extent, but I think it goes back to what I mentioned earlier 
about feeling helpless. I’m sure those bystanders felt the same way.” 
“You’re absolutely right.” Shannen perks up, her neck suddenly getting inches 
longer. “Is your laptop still on? I just remembered this video about a priest who witnessed 
people heading to a concentration camp in a cattle train.” Shannen gets up and moves to 
the other side of the table, forcing the top half of her body in front of Lydia to access the 
keyboard. After a moment, she finds the video. They watch as a priest recalls looking 
through a hole in a fence and witnessing a man jump out of a cattle train to politely ask 
for some water; he watches as the SS soldier beats the man severely with his gun. After 
they finish the video, Shannen returns to her seat and she notices that Lydia’s mood has 
changed. 
“I didn’t know that they built walls so that people wouldn’t be able to see what 
was really going on. Well, he didn’t see the camps but saw enough to understand what 
was happening.”137 
“Yes, and notice how easy it was to find out. Just a quick look revealed 
everything to him. The animal agriculture industry isn’t too far off. You aren’t even 
allowed on the kill floor; Michael Pollan bought his own steer in order to document its 
life, but even as its owner, he wasn’t allowed to accompany it there.138 However, there is 
a wealth of information on the conditions of factory farms and slaughterhouses 
everywhere you look, if we looked. I think it just shows the importance of transparency. 
That is to say, if we knew more about what happened in factory farms and 
slaughterhouses, we wouldn’t want to eat as many animal products. If more people 
verified for themselves what was actually going on from 1942 to 1945, more may have 
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tried to do something about it. Therefore, a lack of transparency perpetuates bad faith. If 
something is hidden from us, it is just another excuse we use to justify what we’re 
doing…or not doing.” 
Although Lydia still does not fully support the analogy, she can’t help but partake 
in the conversation. “I don’t think that’s the only way that the bystanders are in bad faith 
though; they dumped the responsibility of what was happening on those who were 
actually carrying out the horrific actions of gassing, burning, beating, and worse. The 
bystanders refused to believe that they were part of the horrors, but they were by letting it 
happen.” 
“I agree, but I don’t think that was their intention—at least not directly. We foist 
off the responsibility of raising and slaughtering animals, knowing that we would not do 
it ourselves. However, we support the system by buying factory farmed animal products 
and help maintain the system by doing nothing. This speaks to what the priest said: he 
didn’t know what to do and so he didn’t do anything. Bystanders didn’t think that they 
had the power to create change, so they told themselves that what was happening 
couldn’t have been as bad as it was or they ignored it altogether. Bad faith ‘…stands in 
the firm resolution not to demand too much, to count itself satisfied when it is barely 
persuaded, to force itself in decisions to adhere to uncertain truths.’139 The reaction is not 
unlike your transportation analogy; one reason you don’t use public transportation is that 
you feel it won’t improve the overall transportation system—the outcomes are uncertain. 
However, I think that in this case and in the case of animal agriculture, we underestimate 
the power we have as consumers, as people who have the ability to act and make a 
difference. 
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“Take Cesar Chavez for example.” Lydia looks up to avoid rolling her eyes. “I 
know it sounds naïve to suggest that eating less factory farmed animal products is a 
crucial decision that could lead to better treatment of animals and a greater 
acknowledgement of truth within ourselves. ‘Then again…it would have 
sounded…fantastic if you were told in the early 1970s, before Cesar Chavez’s workers’ 
rights campaigns, that refusing to eat grapes could begin to free farmworkers from slave-
like conditions.’140 It sounds far-fetched to think that such small choices can lead to 
major changes, but as consumers we need to recognize that our decisions do shape the 
conditions of animals and the world around us in general. If we recognize that, we would 
also be in better faith; we would acknowledge the truth instead of sweeping in under the 
rug for day-to-day convenience.” 
“And what if it does nothing? What if our choices change nothing?” 
“I don’t think that’s possible, but for argument’s sake, okay, let’s say it does 
nothing. Does that mean that we should do nothing? I mean, shouldn’t we at least try to 
make the situation better?” Shannen is nearly pleading. “That priest said that doing 
nothing was ‘the greatest tragedy of [his] life.’141 I guess that’s why I don’t eat meat and 
try to stay away from animal products as much as possible; I believe I can make a 
difference, but more than that, I believe I’m saving my soul. We think of people who 
stood idly by during the atrocities of the Holocaust as ‘standing a little outside 
humanity.’142 We can understand that behavior, but we still don’t believe that it’s right or 
good. I refuse to eat meat because I want to be in better faith and…” Shannen sighs and 
looks down. Bringing her head back up, she looks into Lydia’s eyes as deeply as she can. 
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“I want to be more unified—more consistent—so that I can live with myself. Sincerity, 
unity, authenticity—these are the antitheses of bad faith.143   
We can’t plead ignorance, only indifference. Those alive today are the generations 
that came to know better. We have the burden of and the opportunity of living in 
the moment when the critique of factory farming broke into the popular 
consciousness. We are the ones of whom it will be fairly asked, What did you do 
when you learned the truth about eating animals?144 
 
I want to be able to say that I didn’t stand idly by—that my troubled consciousness 
wasn’t responsible for inaction and unspeakable horror.” 
After sitting in silence for a moment, Lydia asks “So if telling ourselves true 
stories about animals—and what happens to them in factory farms and slaughterhouses—
will help, then what stories should we be using? I mean, the Holocaust analogy won’t be 
widely accepted.” 
“I know, I know.” Shannen pauses to think, scanning her memory for a truthful 
story that would be less controversial. “I always loved the movie Babe. Have you seen 
it?” Lydia shakes her head, which does not surprise Shannen. “It’s about this little runt 
piglet, Babe. He’s the only one who survives out of his whole family. He actually 
becomes best friends with a dog and learns how to herd sheep. Anyway, it ‘begins with a 
scene in a factory shed that directly evokes both German expressionist film and the 
specter of the Nazi death camps.’145 It is here that Babe is separated from his mother; she 
is taken to slaughter by men carrying cattle prods and dressed in long lab coats and 
storm-trooper trench coats.146 It doesn’t directly address the Holocaust, but the reference 
is definitely there. 
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“He has narrowly escaped the same fate and ends up on a family farm, where he 
is recognized as someone. A small family farmer wins Babe in a contest and ‘the pig and 
the farmer regarded each other…,’” Shannen deepens her voice to mimic the film’s 
voice-over and gestures as if giving a sermon, making Lydia look all the more 
uncomfortable.147 “And the farmer sees in the piglet’s eyes a ‘faint sense in some 
common destiny.’148 So not only does the movie portray a much more accurate depiction 
of factory farms, it also speaks to how we can think of animals differently: by spending 
time with them and thinking about the ways that we differentiate between the animals we 
eat and the animals we share our lives with. Everyone is worried that the farmer is 
psychologically unstable because he thinks that a pig can perform the same duties of a 
dog—operate in the same sphere.” Shannen then says with conviction, “But the joke is on 
everyone else because Babe does a fantastic job herding sheep and he even saves the 
sheep on a few occasions. And the reason the farmer knew that is because he knew Babe, 
as an individual.” 
Lydia mutters that her neighbors will think she is psychologically unstable, but 
Shannen pretends not to hear her. Grudgingly, she admits “Well, it’s worth a try. The 
next time I go grocery shopping, I will remind myself that when I buy meat, I’m 
supporting the treatment of that animal; and I will also try to think about a small pig 
deprived of its mother and possibly thumped when I buy pork.” 
Shannen knows Lydia is only partially serious, but she smiles and accepts this as 
a step forward. “I think that’s a great way to start being in better faith.”  
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The Hunter 
 Shannen sits in the parking lot, waiting for the day to begin. How serendipitous, 
Shannen thinks to herself as she reads Herzog’s pages on hunting, hoping that the 
combination of reading and listening to music in her warm little Prius will keep her from 
falling asleep before her coworkers arrive. Today Shannen must help with the 
Conservation District’s Hunter Safety Camp; she can’t help but think she’s 
underqualified for this, having barely any experience with hunting, killing, or eating 
animals. She will also have to hide her distaste of hunters, which will be written all over 
her face. As she continues to read, she thinks I just don’t understand how someone could 
do this for pleasure. I could never hunt and kill an animal and then enjoy eating its flesh. 
Despite this, Shannen does appreciate that the children will see what processing an 
animal really means, and they will see where it is that their meat comes from: an animal. 
To Shannen’s surprise, the early morning consists of learning the art of blood 
trailing, which is the practice of tracking an animal that is wounded—not dead—by 
following clues and traces of blood. The leaders of the camp leave droplets of faux blood 
on leaves and spray parts of the ground to create a scenario for the children. How did I 
get roped into doing this? Shannen thinks as she guides the group of children through the 
bloody game. Her only consolation is the objective: find the animal and put it out of its 
misery. In this case, the deer is a decoy—a mere plastic imitation sprinkled with red corn 
syrup—but Shannen sees only a wounded creature, covered in blood and fighting for its 
life.149 She recalls that ‘…approximately 200 million animals [are hunted and killed] in 
the United States annually, not including animals killed on commercial game ranches or 
at events such as pigeon shoots… Hunters often cripple animals without killing or 
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retrieving them.’150 For Shannen, this is such a case; a deer is bleeding to death. She 
wonders silently how many of these animals die slow deaths, whether from blood loss, 
infection, or some other unknown cause. Then she continues to think how many of these 
deer die slow deaths anyway, apart from the actions of hunters.  
Shannen goes on to imagine that each of these deer has an individual life with an 
agenda and even a family. Her mind wanders to the only thing she knows about hunting: 
Bambi. She pictures a broken-hearted fawn left alone with no Disney King of the Forest 
father-figure for guidance. She replays the scene in her mind: Bambi and his mother run 
for their lives, a nameless, merciless hunter shooting at them. Bambi searches for his 
mother, but to no avail; she is dead and gone forever.151 Becoming aware that her face is 
mirroring her disturbing thoughts, Shannen changes her expression to one of insincere 
contentedness. This is sick, Shannen thinks. We’re teaching children to become cruel 
killers. She remains unaware that she has begun to play the role of Hunter Safety Camp 
assistant, suppressing her true feelings in order to conform. Shannen is now the waiter in 
the café. Realizing this only faintly, she thinks ‘In vain do I fulfill the functions of a café 
waiter. I can be he only in the neutralized mode, as the actor is Hamlet, by mechanically 
making the typical gestures of my state and by aiming at myself as an imaginary café 
waiter through those gestures.’152 
 In the afternoon, the children prepare the animals for cooking. Because deer take 
up too much space to process for the camp, it is decided that chickens will be processed 
instead. Shannen watches the children cut off the legs of the birds—listening to their 
bones snap and watching the skin peeled from their bodies—not knowing whether to be 
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upset or proud. One small boy walks off into the woods and halts, facing the opposite 
direction, his head in his hands. Shannen walks up to him and places her hand on his 
shoulder. “Are you alright?” Shannen asks, knowing that he is not. 
 “I just can’t watch,” is his only reply. 
 “That’s okay, you don’t need to watch if you’re uncomfortable,” Shannen tells 
him, pleased to find a like-minded fellow in this crowd, and feeling very generous and 
supportive. She hesitates, remembering her job today, and then adds, “But you should 
know where your food comes from, right? And what it goes through to be food?” He 
gives Shannen a pitiful nod and she lets him have his space. As Shannen helps move all 
of the flesh to grills on the patio, she begins to feel extremely out of place. This feeling is 
intensified when she realizes that because lunch will be attended by all of the children as 
well as their families, the leaders of the camp have prepared multiple dishes to pass, 
including venison chili, venison meatloaf, pulled goose meat, and the like, all of which 
the hunters have killed and processed themselves. Shannen’s blood first drains from her 
face and then rushes back into it. I have nothing to eat. To her delight and horror, one of 
the hunters yells that he is grilling up a veggie burger for her. That’s so sweet, but now 
everyone knows I don’t eat meat! “Oh, thank you so much! It’s hard not to try some of 
this though!” Shannen lies as she gestures towards the meat dishes. Ugh! Shannen tries to 
tell herself that she is just trying to assimilate, but she knows that this is not the case. 
We are dealing with more than mere social positions; I am never any one of my 
attitudes, any one of my actions. The glib speaker is the one who plays at 
speaking, because he can not be speaking…Perpetually absent to my body, to my 
acts, I am despite myself that divine absence…I cannot say either that I am here 
or that I am not here… On all sides I escape being and yet—I am.153 
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She pushes this thought from her mind, refusing to believe that she is in the mode of 
being, or pretending to be, what she is not: she is not a meat eater, she is not a hunter, she 
is not a Hunter Safety Camp assistant. And yet, she is attempting to at least temporarily 
fill these roles. 
With her outcast veggie burger, Shannen takes a free seat next to one of the 
hunters. He fits the description: the beard, the build, ‘…the barely concealed bloodlust, 
the whole macho conceit that the most authentic encounter with nature is the one that 
comes through the sight of a gun and ends with a large mammal dead on the ground—a 
killing we are given to believe constitutes a gesture of respect.’154 She smiles, hoping to 
effectively placate the hunter and hide her feelings. Shannen imagines how 
uncomfortable she is making them, refusing to eat their kill and looking on in thinly 
veiled disgust. However, the hunter returns her gesture and doesn’t seem to care about 
Shannen’s choice to refrain from the endless meat options. Shannen takes a breath and 
looks around, recalling a passage from a book: 
Of the many varieties of animal-lover I see around me, let me isolate two. On the 
one hand, hunters, the people who value animals at a very elementary, 
unreflective level; who spend hours watching them and tracking them; and who, 
after they have killed them, get pleasure from the taste of their flesh. On the other 
hand, people who have little contact with animals, or at least with those species 
they are concerned to protect, like poultry and livestock, yet want all animals to 
lead—in an economic vacuum—a utopian life in which everyone is miraculously 
fed and no one preys on anyone else. Of the two, which…loves animals more?155 
 
Shannen tells herself she has to stop narrating her own life, but can’t help asking herself 
this question. Is my relationship with animals really morally superior because I refuse to 
eat them? Is my criticism of hunters too harsh? In an effort to at least partially answer 
this question, she tries to engage with the hunter facing her. “So, when did you start 
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hunting?” Shannen asks lamely, hoping that this will make way for more substantial 
conversation. 
 “Well, I started out when I was very young, nine years old; I remember it 
perfectly. I got one of those Red Ryder BB guns, you know, and went right out into the 
back yard and shot a bird. I went to show my parents—because I was proud of myself— 
and they immediately got me into a Hunter Safety Camp. They wanted me to hunt 
responsibly and didn’t want me to go around shooting birds.” He grins before taking a 
large bite of chicken, Shannen giving him time to chew and resume. “My dad actually 
wasn’t much of a hunter, but when he saw that I was interested in it, he started hunting 
with me. Now I go hunting with my daughter—she’s actually in the camp.”156 Shannen 
makes a noise and nods with a mouthful of veggie burger, trying to smile with her eyes. 
 After swallowing, she says “It’s nice that hunting is a way that your family can 
bond. Is that the main reason you hunt?” Shannen further inquires while pretending to 
examine her plate, not wanting him to know that she’s trying to understand how he could 
engage in what she believes to be a horrifying, barbaric practice. I’m talking to someone 
who enjoys stalking animals and murdering them! I know he’s not a game hunter and he 
eats the animals he kills, but still! As if the experience of hunting ‘…somehow 
legitimize[s] the endeavor of [killing and] eating animals…Murdering someone would 
surely prove that you are capable of killing, but it wouldn’t be the most reasonable way 
to understand why you should or shouldn’t do it,’ Shannen tells herself.157 
“Of course the enjoyment is a main part of why I hunt, but I like to know where 
my food comes from. I also think that I’m doing something positive for the deer; you 
                                               
156 Interview with hunting expert, January 11, 2018. 
157 Foer, Eating Animals, 102. 
 76 
know, keeping their population under control.” Shannen bristles at this. She thinks of 
Peter Singer’s argument:  
If it is true that in special circumstances their population grows to such an extent 
that they damage their own environment and the prospects of their own survival, 
or that of other animals who share their habitat, then it may be right for some 
humans to take some supervisory action; but obviously if we consider the interests 
of the animals, this action will not be to allow hunters to kill some animals, 
inevitably wounding others in the process, but rather to reduce the fertility of the 
animals.158  
 
Shannen uses this recollection to tell herself that hunters are in bad faith; they say that 
they care about animals and want to help them, but this is simply an excuse to enjoy 
hunting and killing them without feeling like executioners. He’s just making excuses for 
his behavior because he’s talking with me…because he knows I don’t support hunting. 
He just doesn’t want me judging him—well, it’s a little late for that. Jolting Shannen out 
of her own thoughts, the hunter asks “Did you hear us talk about Chronic Wasting 
Disease?” Shannen shakes her head. “It’s a disease that involves the degeneration of the 
brain; deer can get if they become overcrowded in a particular area. It’s hard for them to 
move, and they usually lose weight and stop interacting with other animals.” He pauses. 
“Anyway, it’s hard to watch; I’d like to think I help prevent that.”159 
  Shannen looks down at her plate again, slightly ashamed for thinking that this 
person does not care about the animals with whom he spends so much time; she also 
considers the Chronic Wasting Disease. That sounds worse than being killed by a hunter. 
Not allowing this to deter her feelings about hunters, she asks “But how common is that 
disease?” believing that this will expose the hunter’s true reasons for killing. 
Coolly, the hunter responds “It’s fairly common, but it’s not just about the 
disease. ‘Without predators to cull the herd the deer overrun their habitat and starve—all 
                                               
158 Singer, Animal Liberation, 234. 
159 Interview with hunting expert, January 11, 2018. 
 77 
suffer, and not only the deer but the plants they browse and every other species that 
depends on those plants. In a sense, the good life for deer, and even their creaturely 
character…depends on the existence of [a predator].’160 Hunters are those predators. As 
an employee of the Conservation District and a self-proclaimed conservationist, I think 
it’s my duty to provide that balance when I can.” 
 A conservationist? As a hunter? ‘Because the wild things he hunts for have eluded 
his grasp, and he hopes by some necromancy of laws, appropriations, regional plans…or 
other form of mass-wishing to make them stay put.’161 Shannen reassures herself that the 
hunter is doing this for himself, not for the deer or the environment; he wants to know 
that he’ll have more to kill. “So what do you do with the deer that you can’t eat? I would 
think that you wouldn’t be able to eat as much as you hunt and process.” Shannen thinks 
that this answer will solidify her feelings about hunting—that it is just another form of 
wasting animal life. 
 “Oh no—you’re right—I could never eat that much.” He chuckles. “I would say I 
keep about one and a half deer for myself and my family, but I’m allowed to kill six deer 
per season.” Shannen waits for the opportunity to pounce. “So I give the rest to those on 
my waiting list.” Shannen cocks her head. Noticing this, the hunter continues “I have all 
sorts of people who want deer meat, and because I would never let any meat go to waste, 
I give it to other people.”162 
 “What if you didn’t have a waiting list? Would you still kill the six deer?” 
 The hunter responds quickly, “Of course! I’ve always had a waiting list, but if I 
didn’t, I would just donate what I didn’t use to Hunters for the Hungry. They process 
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your meat and give it to those in need.” He places some pulled goose on a cracker. He 
adds passively, “They have them all over the Midwest—some of my friends participate in 
it.”163 
 Shannen is shocked. This is not the answer she was hoping for, despite that it 
sounds like a wonderful program; she is confused and grasping for any argument. She 
stammers “But what about all of those hunters that don’t abide by those rules of balance, 
or the number of deer that they are allowed to kill? I remember reading that 
‘…Wisconsin deer-hunters, in their pursuit of a legal buck, kill and abandon in the woods 
at least one doe, fawn, or spike buck for every two legal bucks taken out.’”164 Shannen 
thinks again of Bambi and waits for some sort of response; there is none. She continues 
“So essentially, doesn’t that mean that many hunters shoot any deer until they get a legal 
one—and that they aren’t using those abandoned deer for meat or anything else?” She 
waits again, fearing she has come on too strong and has shut down the conversation. 
The hunter seems to barely consider this before responding; his voice is relaxed 
and unoffended. “I can’t speak for hunters that I don’t know, but I don’t hunt in that way 
and I don’t hunt with anyone who does. In my experience, hunters do their best to be 
ethical and respect the animals that they are killing.”165 He cuts a piece of venison 
meatloaf with his plastic knife. 
Shannen notices how tender the meat is, not straining the weak utensil in the least; 
she tries not to enjoy the smells that begin to waft from the grills as the other hunters add 
more flesh to them. She is eased by his response but feels that this hunter is the exception 
and knows that many hunters are cruel murderers, shooting deer and leaving their bodies 
because they just want to kill them. 
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“I think people often have the misconception of hunters as these blood-thirsty 
killers.” He smirks, trying not to show that he knows exactly the conversation that he is 
having—a defense of his hunting practices that he has had many times. “Maybe it’s 
because hunters are alone in the wilderness left to their own devices. ‘…The hunter 
ordinarily has no gallery to applaud or disapprove of his conduct. Whatever his acts, they 
are dictated by his own conscience, rather than a mob of onlookers.’166 People often 
believe that means that hunters disregard rules, ethical codes, and all that, but I find that it 
does the opposite: it places the responsibility on the hunter to do the right thing. 
Whatever the hunter chooses to do, he or she has to live with that decision.” 
Shannen looks down at her plate, avoiding eye contact with the hunter. She has 
everything and nothing to say. One of the distinguishing characteristics of consciousness 
is ‘…existing for a witness, although the witness for which consciousness exists is itself,’ 
Shannen thinks to herself.167 She recognizes that the hunter is reflecting on his own 
behavior, implying a duplicity of consciousness. ‘The presence of being to itself implies a 
detachment on the part of being in relation to itself.’168 As she ponders this, Shannen 
considers the difference between reflecting on one’s own actions in relation to oneself 
and reflecting on one’s own actions based on the witnessing of others. Sartre’s keyhole 
example comes to mind: 
Let us imagine that…I have just glued my ear to the door and looked through a 
keyhole. I am alone…This means first of all that there is no self to inhabit my 
consciousness, nothing there for which I can refer my acts in order to quantify 
them. They are in no way known; I am my acts and hence they carry in 
themselves their whole justification…Hence from this moment ‘I do what I have 
to do.’ No transcending view comes to confer upon my acts the character of a 
given on which a judgement can be brought to bear. My consciousness sticks to 
my acts, it is my acts; and my acts are commanded only by the ends to be attained 
and by the instruments to be employed.169 
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She thinks about the people who mistreat their pets in private and those who overstate 
their contributions to their pets in public, such as when they walk them in populated 
areas. We act differently depending on who is watching, Shannen concludes. She wants to 
apologize, knowing now that she is the one who is in bad faith, but she also knows that 
this will not affect the hunter who is his own judge. He has never been cowed by what 
others have thought of him in light of the simple fact that he comes to terms with killing 
an animal each time he hunts. ‘…[Bad faith] utilizes for its own profit the ontological 
duality of myself and myself in the eyes of the Other’ Shannen thinks to herself.170 Bad 
faith allows the lie of unity, one Shannen is now aware that she has been telling herself: 
her beliefs line up less with her own actions than with those of the hunter. For him, there 
is no Other—the hunter acts in the same way when he is perceived as when he is not. 
Shannen meets the hunter’s gaze and asks “Do you ever feel guilty or ashamed when 
killing an animal?” She is now full of these feelings herself because of her judgement of 
the hunter and believes that having a more truthful conversation should begin with 
questions rather than accusations. 
The hunter smiles, knowing that this has been one of her questions all along. 
“You know, not really. Maybe I should.” He raises his eyebrows and shrugs. 
Shannen fails to hide her disappointment. “So you don’t have any emotional 
connection with the animals you kill?” 
The hunter gives her a look of confusion. “Oh. I didn’t know that was what you 
meant.” Shannen blinks; she had already placed him back into the category of cold, 
heartless killer before suddenly realizing that these were entirely different questions with 
entirely different answers. “I definitely have a connection with certain animals— 
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especially deer. We call it having a history with an animal. Hunters can track a deer for 7, 
8, 9 years before killing it; I’ve watched deer grow up before killing them. It’s like a 
familiarity with the animal.” He takes a drink of water and Shannen notices how much 
he’s sweating in the summer heat. “I guess you’d call that an emotional connection.”171 
 With a combination of surprise and terror, Shannen confirms “So you often know 
the animals you hunt and kill. I would think that would make it harder to kill them,” she 
adds, trying not to sound too shrill. 
For the first time in their conversation, the hunter licks his lips and pauses before 
replying. “I think ‘we can be ethical only in relation to something we can see, feel, 
understand, love, or otherwise have faith in.’172 I would feel bad if I didn’t know the 
animals that I killed. I guess if I didn’t know the animals, it might be easier to kill them, 
but I would feel guilty—like I didn’t take responsibility for my actions. Do you 
understand?” 
Shannen nods, agreeing completely but not knowing how to reply. Do I avoid 
eating meat because it’s morally easier? Because eating meat is more of a moral burden 
than I can bear? She asks herself, putting as much of the veggie burger as she can in her 
mouth to give herself time to respond. Isn’t this what I want—for people to be aware of 
the animals that they eat and how they were treated? We have forgotten all of this; is 
hunting a way to remember the lives of animals? Something closer to a sacrifice than a 
murder? Could hunting be a way to get back ‘…to that place and time…where humans 
looked at the animals they killed, regarded them with reverence, and never ate them 
except with gratitude’?173 
Shannen feels judgmental and embarrassed for believing that her dietary choices 
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were morally superior to those of the hunter and naïve for thinking that humans can live 
in a world without eating meat, realizing that ‘dreams of innocence are just that; they 
usually depend on a denial of reality that can be its own form of hubris.’174 She has 
believed herself to be innocent, only to realize now that she has been lying to herself. 
‘…Bad faith is not restricted to denying the qualities which I possess, to not seeing the 
being which I am. It attempts also to constitute myself as being what I am not,’ Shannen 
thinks to herself.175 I have been denying that I am idealist and also telling myself I am 
better than those who don’t eat meat, as if I’m harmless to all animals. The hunter has to 
come to terms with the animals he kills; Shannen is struggling to come to terms with the 
fact that people kill animals and that hunting can provide an ethical way to do this. She 
thinks of one of her favorite passages, hardly believing that she is applying it to hunting: 
Having little exposure to animals makes it much easier to push aside questions 
about how our actions might influence their treatment. The problem posed by 
meat has become an abstract one: there is no individual animal, no singular look 
of joy or suffering, no wagging tail, and no scream… ‘beauty always takes place 
in the particular.’ Cruelty, on the other hand, prefers abstraction.176 
For the hunter, these animals exist as individuals; ‘he knows a great deal about those he 
kills, how they live and die, and what threatens their kind and their resources.’177  They 
are not abstractions to be killed out of sight and out of mind, but beautiful particulars 
deserving of ethical consideration. Not wanting to appear ungrateful or let the 
conversation conclude, Shannen says “I think I know what you mean.” Shannen 
remembers the 200 million animals that are hunted and killed each year in the U.S. Aren’t 
these statistics abstractions? She asks herself. I know that these facts are important, but 
aren’t they just making these animals into numbers rather than individuals? If this is the 
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only story I’m telling myself, I’m in worse faith than I thought. She recognizes that these 
numbers only convey death and suffering, and considers that ‘there is much more 
suffering caused by the legal sport of recreational hunting than the outlawed sport of 
cockfighting.’178 Numbers and suffering aren’t the point, she tells herself. Shannen takes 
a deep breath, thinking of the hunter’s apparent respect for animals, and then asks, “Do 
you keep trophies?” 
 Without hesitation or shame, he responds “Yes, I have some—deer heads 
mostly.” Shannen again feels the heat rush to her face in anger. Her mind flashes to the 
‘…trophy hunter who never grows up, in whom the capacity for isolation, perception, and 
husbandry is undeveloped’; she sees him as the nine-year-old boy who shot a bird for no 
reason other than to show it off.179 “I know there are bragging rights involved, but mainly 
I think of a trophy as a way to remember the animals I have killed and my 
experiences.”180 Shannen feels the breeze lift away her anger. He doesn’t keep trophies 
because he wants to possess them; he keeps them because each one has a memory.181 She 
looks down at her tattoo, understanding the need to remember the dead. Seeing this, he 
gestures to her wrist with his fork and says “That’s nice. Who’s that for?”  
Who, Shannen repeats in her mind, grateful that the paw is recognized as part of a 
who rather than a what. She responds, “My dog passed away earlier this summer and I 
wanted something that I could look at every day to remind me of her.” 
He says genuinely, “I’m sorry to hear that.” Changing the subject, he asks “Have 
you heard about those people getting replicas of their grandparents’ Auschwitz tattoos?” 
Shannen tilts her head in a look of surprise. “No, I haven’t. That’s 
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interesting…and a little strange,” she admits. 
“True, but really, it’s not so different from your tattoo. The greater meaning 
behind it is of course different—I’m not comparing the death of a pet to the Holocaust—
but these people have gotten tattoos in an effort to remember ‘…in a dual sense, 
witnessing and testifying to a direct familial experience of…trauma.’”182  
Shannen considers the accuracy of this comparison and further thinks about how 
those who have tattoos ‘actively show them and tell stories about them [and] engage in 
intentional acts of public memory.’183 She notices how much she loves talking about 
Maddie and realizes that this is indeed part of the tattoo itself; the tattoo creates 
opportunities for discussion and by talking about what is gone—such as a family 
member—that someone lives on. Shannen’s mind then gets back to the trophies that the 
hunter had just been describing. How is a trophy so different from other ways of 
remembering the dead? Some people prefer tattoos, other people keep ashes—for 
animals and humans. Shannen considers how these trophies are on his walls, not 
something to be ashamed of and hidden away. Why am I comforted by this? Shannen asks 
herself. As if answering her, the hunter states “I don’t know, I like it. It seems to bring 
death into a more open discussion.” 
“I could see that.” Shannen thinks about the authenticity of facing death in a 
public way, in this case through tattoos and trophies. Still wanting to understand how the 
hunter actually hunts, Shannen leaves this idea and continues. “So what do you tell 
yourself when you’re hunting; what goes through your head?” 
 The hunter tilts his head and looks up, as if finding his answer in the clouds. 
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“Well, it’s strange. ‘Approaching his prey, the hunter instinctively becomes more like the 
animal, straining to make himself less visible, less audible, more exquisitely alert. 
Predator and prey alike move according to their own maps of the ground, their own forms 
of attention, and their own systems of instinct.’184 I guess you could say that I think and 
act similarly to the animals I hunt.” 
 The predator/prey distinction blurs, Shannen tells herself. The hunter—or 
predator—becomes more like the deer, the prey. “That’s interesting. Do you think that 
behavior brings you closer to the animals you hunt?” 
 “Absolutely. I think that it allows me to see the world from the animal’s point of 
view; I am one-on-one with it, often looking into its eyes. That’s part of what I meant 
earlier, about being ethical towards animals; if you put yourself in the place of the 
animal, you empathize with it.185 I remember reading something that said: 
…If we carefully observe the countless varieties of birds and beasts, even tiny 
insects, we shall discover that they love their children, long to be near their 
parents, that husband and wife remain together, that they are jealous, angry, 
greedy, self-seeking, and fearful for their own lives to an even worse degree than 
men…A man who can look on sentient creatures without feeling compassion is no 
human being.186 
 
Anyway, I can’t help but think that’s true—that animals are like us.” He hesitates and 
then adds, “And that spending time with animals and carefully observing them is 
somehow linked to compassion and humaneness.” 
Shannen tries not to raise her eyebrows any higher. Did he just quote Kenko?! She 
then recognizes that she has been judging the hunter as an uneducated brute; she told 
herself that ‘…rural people are less squeamish about the shedding of blood than urbanites 
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are.’187 Although she believes this to be true, she equated the ability to kill with a lack of 
education. Shannen blinks slowly, wondering whether the hunter knows that he has just 
quoted a Buddhist monk. Pushing this aside, she thinks about the quote itself. ‘When we 
anthropomorphize, we are extending our…ability to imagine what other people are 
thinking and feeling…to members of another species.’188 She understands that the hunter 
is willing to treat these animals ethically not only because he knows them as individuals, 
but because he bridges the gap between animal and hunter, and therefore animal and 
person. In doing so, he is bringing the animal into his moral consciousness. The voice of 
Elizabeth Costello echoes in Shannen’s head: 
The heart is the seat of a faculty, sympathy, that allows us to share at times the 
being of another. Sympathy has everything to do with the subject and little to do 
with the object, the ‘another,’ as we see at once when we think of the object not as 
[an animal] …but as another human being. There are people who have the 
capacity to imagine themselves as someone else, there are people who have no 
such capacity (when the lack is extreme, we call them psychopaths), and there are 
people who have the capacity but choose not to exercise it.189 
 
She thinks of the hunter and his ability to put himself in the place of the deer. 
Her mind flashes back to the images of Bambi. What was I thinking?! That is not 
the story that we—I—should be telling myself! Shannen recognizes how this story 
inaccurately depicts ethical hunters and their attitudes towards animals. Bambi is useful 
because we come to know a deer as an individual and therefore we can sympathize with 
the fawn, but we leave out the other half of the story entirely! The hunter from the movie 
may not be a heartless killer of fawn mothers—he could be like the hunter sitting across 
from me—he could look at the deer as having a family! After thinking for a moment, she 
comes to a darker revelation: But Bambi does speak to many hunters, and those that it 
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does apply to could learn something from it—that they might be breaking up families of 
animals and should sympathize with them. Shannen yells at herself, frustrated at her 
indecision about the meaning of the Disney classic. After calming down, she notices she 
has been intensely staring at the hunter throughout her inner monologue. She looks past 
him, hoping she hasn’t made him uncomfortable, and says as nonchalantly as possible 
“That’s beautiful. Do you ever say or think of anything in particular when you kill an 
animal?” 
The hunter takes a few gulps from his water bottle. “I don’t think I’d call it a 
prayer, but I say a little something every time—giving thanks, that kind of thing. I guess 
it’s kind of like when you say grace before a meal.”190 He smiles and Shannen detects a 
hint of timidity; she tries to reassure him with a smile, aware that he is embarrassed to be 
seen as archaic or sentimental. This is what he’s concerned about being judged on! Not 
the fact that he hunts and kills animals! Shannen suppresses a disapproving scoff. He 
continues “‘Taking a life is momentous…Native Americans and other hunter-gatherers 
give thanks to the animal for giving up its life so the eater might live.’191 It’s the same for 
me—I want to voice my gratitude for the life of the animal.” He looks past Shannen. 
“That may sound strange, but it’s just what I do.” Shannen is skeptical whether he 
actually makes a connection to Native American thanksgiving or if he is just defending 
his prayer-like actions.    
Thinking back to her ideas about hunting and sacrifice, Shannen replies “It 
doesn’t sound strange at all—it’s redeeming.” She pauses, wondering if this was the right 
word. Yes, it’s redeeming if he truly wants to give thanks to the animal. “You mentioned 
earlier that you hunt partly because you like to know here your food comes from. What 
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do you think about factory farms—where most people get their meat?” 
He gives a subtle smile, clearly wanting to say something disapproving. “You 
know, I think they’re necessary to feed the massive population the amount of meat it’s 
currently eating.” He puts his hand to his chin. “But I just don’t get it,” he says as he 
shakes his head.  “‘Why, for instance, is the hunter who shoots a deer for venison subject 
to more criticism than the person who buys a ham at the supermarket? Overall, it is 
probably the intensively reared pig who has suffered more.’192 I mean, a deer is free to go 
about its business until it’s killed. It can have a family and breathe fresh air. Hog factories 
‘…are filled with noxious gases from the pigs’ excrement, and the air is dense with dust 
and dander…and a number of pigs die prematurely from lung disease.’193 They have to 
breathe that in every day.” He raises his hands, becoming more passionate. “Hell, deer 
can stand up—you know,” he says as he shakes his fork at Shannen, “pigs can’t even do 
that. Most of the time, they’re stuck in crates or confined by overcrowding.”194 He takes a 
deep breath. “I agree that deer suffer from hunting, but is there really a strong comparison 
between a wild life with an ideally short death and a life like that of a factory farmed 
pig?” 
Shannen can’t agree fast enough, nodding her head and suddenly finding herself 
ready to defend the hunter’s practices. “Yes, I know what you mean! And those people 
pay to have animals killed in conditions much worse than this,” she says as she gestures 
at the Conservation District’s surrounding marshes and forests. This is just one more way 
hunters are more authentic, Shannen tells herself. They kill the animals themselves and 
don’t foist off the responsibility on anyone else. After considering this, she asks But isn’t 
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this just another way to justify hunting and eating meat? Another story that they tell 
themselves? Yes, hunting is better, but it’s not necessary. 
The hunter glances at her with a look of skepticism, but continues “Yeah, it’s 
strange. Every Friday, there is a lunch provided by the Conservation District for the 
camps.” He tilts his head towards Shannen, knowing that she has helped with many over 
the summer; she nods. “There’s meat at every one of them—factory farmed meat. It’s not 
presented like this, of course, with the killing and processing so close to the meal. And 
people don’t get upset about that; I guess ‘sliced deli meats seemed tolerable… and no 
real collaborative engagement on the ways of life and death at stake took place.’195 In 
many instances, the process is invisible—for me, it’s transparent. I enjoy witnessing the 
journey of my food, but many people don’t see it that way. They don’t want the meat 
they eat to remind them at all of the animal.” Shannen is both giddy and humbled; she 
feels that the hunter has confided in her, but she knows that she did not give those past 
lunches nearly as much criticism as this one. “I suppose that’s probably why hunting is so 
strongly criticized. ‘Hunting, killing, cooking, and eating… [an animal] is a very intimate 
personal and public process,’ as you can see—much more so than any factory farmed 
lunch meats.”196 He looks at his plate, debating what to say next. “This may sound harsh, 
but I don’t think people should eat meat if they can’t handle the whole process.” 
Shannen thinks of Lydia’s bags of sanitized meat in her freezer—without blood, 
body, story, or ritual. “I agree. So what do you think people should do if they want to eat 
meat?” 
He laughs, declaring “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe they could just look for some 
local places to get their meat. That’s a start.” The hunter glances at Shannen as the corner 
                                               
195 Haraway, When Species Meet, 299. 
196 Haraway, When Species Meet, 298. 
 90 
of his mouth angles upward. “Or they could try hunting. Anyway, I know buying meat 
that isn’t factory farmed is expensive and inconvenient, whatever way someone chooses 
to get it. ‘We’d probably eat a lot less of it, too, but maybe when we did eat animals we’d 
eat them with the consciousness, ceremony, and respect they deserve.’197 I think we 
deserve that too, don’t you?” Shannen thinks about what happens to people when they 
unconsciously eat factory-farmed meat. We lose that consciousness, ceremony, and 
respect too. She thinks back to her discussion with Nicholas and the scientist who 
performs experiments on animals. Empathy is part of what makes us human and when we 
don’t allow ourselves to acknowledge the treatment and killing of animals, we become 
less human. We are less authentic when we avoid, or disallow, empathy. 
Shannen feels a lump in her throat; she coughs in an effort to distract herself from 
her emotions. She smiles as genuinely as she can, answering “Yes, I do. There’s 
something to be said about being closer to the truth.” He nods and takes a final bite of 
meatloaf, wasting nothing and digesting everything. Shannen once again looks around the 
patio; this time, she sees everyone with greater accuracy. ‘Not only was everyone 
accustomed to the shedding of blood and the killing of animals, but the particulars of the 
animals’ death were closely observed.’198 The hunters aren’t turning away from their 
meat; they are making themselves more aware of what killing an animal truly means. 
Even though they’re not telling themselves fully accurate stories, Shannen says to herself 
as she thinks back to the hunter’s dismissal of unethical hunters, they’re doing a much 
better job than I previously thought. Shannen now understands that even though she is 
still repulsed by the thought of hunting and shooting an animal, this hunter is aware of the 
animal and determines its death, taking greater responsibility for his actions than most 
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meat eaters. ‘The ideal of good faith (to believe what one believes) is, like sincerity (to be 
what one is), an ideal of being-in-itself.’199 They live with their beliefs, their actions—and 
ultimately—themselves. Watching the hunter pat his belly full of flesh, she states “It was 
great talking with you. I don’t think I caught your name.” Shannen realizes that he was 
simply playing the role of hunter in her mind, lacking any specific name; he was a type, 
not an individual. 
The hunter smiles warmly. “Emmet,” he says as he stretches out his hand. 
Shaking it, Shannen beams back. “If you ever want to go out hunting, give me a call—I’ll 
take you out.” 
Bashful, Shannen replies “Oh, I couldn’t do that, but thank you for the offer,” as 
he walks towards his daughter. 
Turning, he corrects her. “You could,” he says and continues on. 
  
                                               
199 Sartre, Being and Nothingness, 93. 
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The Thesis 
 Shannen meets Kaylee in the sandwich shop; both order mushroom melts. They 
are excited to finally have a chance to talk again after a long summer. After getting their 
food, they take a seat in a back booth and start to catch up on everything that has 
occurred since their last meeting. 
Kaylee asks “How has your summer been?” 
Shannen shrugs. “Good for the most part. I can’t believe how soon I start school 
again though!” 
“I know!” She laughs and adds, “I don’t miss that! Have you thought any more 
about your thesis topic? I know that when we talked at the end of last semester, you were 
thinking about something to do with animals.” 
“Actually, yes, I think I’ve decided.” Kaylee’s eyes bulge and she gestures for 
Shannen to explain. “You know how we were talking about moral schizophrenia last 
time—that the way we feel about animals and the way that we treat them don’t line up at 
all? That we say we care about animals, but we test on them, eat them, all that? Well, I 
want to start with that and then explain how that kind of thinking is possible. I want to 
have an existentialist take on our relationship with animals. Specifically, I want to use 
Sartre and argue that we are all in bad faith with our relationships with animals.”  
Kaylee says “Oh, that’s interesting. How would that work though? Bad faith is 
about lying to yourself and convincing yourself of the truth of that lie, and it applies to 
everything…not just animals.” 
“Exactly. I want to argue that we have to become more aware of the inherent 
duality in human consciousness—and therefore our ability to be in bad faith—in order to 
be in better faith, and that this is particularly true when applied to our relationships with 
animals.” 
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Kaylee is intrigued. “So how would you go about showing that we are in bad 
faith?” 
“I wanted to break it down into four chapters: pets, animal research, animal 
agriculture, and hunting.” Kaylee raises her eyebrows in a look of disapproval. “I know, 
it’s a lot. But I think each is necessary because those are the main ways that most people 
in the U.S. connect with animals. The pet chapter shows the closest relationships that we 
can have with animals: we live with them, sleep with them, grieve when they die—
they’re our family.” 
Kaylee interrupts. “I was so sorry to hear that Madison passed. Anyway, go 
ahead.” 
Shannen smiles. “Thank you. That was actually part of my inspiration. Like I 
said, we have these individual connections with our pets that allow them to become 
something—someone—that is in between person and pet. They offer us a way to want to 
remember animals’ lives; we don’t want to forget about them, we want to honor their 
lives and their deaths. I think that is a good place to start with how we should be thinking 
about animals in general: on an individual basis and deserving of ethical consideration. 
However, we’re also in bad faith when it comes to pets—even when we think we are 
doing something good, we’re still telling ourselves a lie to a degree.” Kaylee’s face 
shows skepticism. “Think about when you walk your dog.” 
“I’m allergic to dogs.” 
Shannen rolls her eyes. “Okay, pretend you have a dog and you walk it every day. 
Part of you walks the dog so that it’s happy and gets exercise, but part of you also walks 
it so that people can see you walking the dog—so they know you are a good pet owner. 
That makes you feel good about yourself. But you don’t tell yourself that last part; you 
just tell yourself that you’re a martyr and a great pet owner. So bad faith is still present, 
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just to a lesser degree than with some of our other relationships with animals. And that’s 
what we want: bad faith to a lesser degree because we can never fully escape it.” 
“Okay, so pets are a model—to a certain degree—that we can use to show us what 
is missing in our other relationships with animals. That’s kind of like what we talked 
about before. When we spend time with animals, we see them as individuals and fellow 
creatures.” 
“Yes, exactly. So I want to move from pets to animal research. Specifically, I 
want to focus on biomedical and psychological research. I actually read this article about 
how human organs are being grown inside pigs and sheep, and it totally freaked me out.” 
Kaylee’s face contorts into a look of disgust. “I know. But that proves my point. We are 
in bad faith when it comes to our testing on animals. We have no idea what is going on 
and these animals are not present for us; millions of deaths are unrecorded and 
unrecognized. Scientists tell themselves that they are contributing to the general good by 
carrying out these experiments when there is plenty of evidence that many of these 
experiments are repetitive and of less use than we might think. And not only that, but 
millions of animals are bred and then killed without even being used in experiments! And 
we allow ourselves to believe that animal testing is somehow for the best—and trust these 
scientists whose role is not to question whether or not these experiments should be 
carried out in the first place.” Shannen takes a breath and a bite of her sandwich, shoving 
an extra mushroom in her mouth. “I also want to show that telling ourselves more truthful 
stories—ones that bring our bad faith to the surface—will help us get into a little bit 
better faith. Like telling scientists they are more like Frankensteins than heroes.” Shannen 
smirks, remembering her conversation with Nicholas. “So really, it’s not too far off than 
what we were talking about in our last conversation.” 
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“No, you’re right. Telling more truthful stories makes people more aware that 
they are in bad faith—just like with moral schizophrenia. But go on; I think you said 
animal agriculture was next.” 
“Yes. I think that one kind of explains itself.” She purses her lips in disgust. “We 
blatantly disregard what we know about factory farms and continue to eat meat from 
those sources. I talked to Lydia about this and a lot of it is a matter of convenience: 
people don’t know where to get meat that isn’t factory-farmed. But even so, people allow 
themselves to believe what they are told in advertisements: that the animals had a life that 
wasn’t that bad.” 
“So what are you suggesting? That every animal we kill—for research or food—is 
viewed as a pet and its death mourned over? That’s not possible or practical.” 
Shannen sighs, wishing that this could at least be a possibility. “I know, and I’m 
not suggesting that. I’m just saying that we can do better. So with animal agriculture, for 
example, we can tell ourselves more truthful stories by educating ourselves on the 
methods of factory farming and acknowledging the inaccuracy of images on food 
products that show small family farms and pastoral countrysides. That way, we could be 
reminded about the truth of the life and death of the animal before purchasing its flesh or 
byproducts. And with the actual slaughter of animals, I think that we can adopt something 
more like kashrut—respecting animals and treating them humanely if we choose to kill 
them.” 
“That makes sense, but then how does hunting factor in?” Kaylee leans forward. 
“I can’t wait to get your take on that,” expecting that Shannen will disapprove entirely of 
the practice. 
“Actually, I spoke to this hunter at one of the camps at work, and my perception 
of hunters really changed. I think ethical hunters may be the most authentic people I’ve 
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come across. He understands the animals he hunts and kills, often knowing the animals 
and taking complete responsibility for their deaths. He says a prayer when he kills them 
and is grateful for their sacrifice.” She looks at Kaylee. “That’s how he views the death of 
an animal—as a sacrifice. I think that brings us closer to viewing animals in an 
individualistic way and acknowledging that their deaths mean something and that they 
should be treated as such.” 
Surprised by Shannen’s response, Kaylee says “Wow. I honestly would’ve never 
expected you to say that. So how are hunters in bad faith then?” 
“Well, they convince themselves that a more personal way of killing an animal 
justifies the eating of meat to a certain extent. And that’s not to mention hunters that 
aren’t so ethical and don’t eat and process all of the animals they kill. I don’t think that 
this type of killing justifies eating meat, but it does provide a better way to do it…with 
more knowledge of how your choices affect animals. I think that way of thinking about 
animals can translate into our other relationships with them.” 
“I could see that. But you couldn’t actually go hunting—I mean, you’re advising 
this for people who eat meat.” 
Shannen takes a deep breath. “You know, Emmet—the hunter I was talking to—
said that he would take me hunting if I ever wanted to go.” Kaylee lets out a shriek of 
laughter. “I said I couldn’t, and then he said ‘You could.’” Kaylee tilts her head, slightly 
confused. “It’s like what Sartre says—that we have to acknowledge our freedom as 
human beings, and our fear of that freedom. I could hunt and kill an animal, but I choose 
not to.” She frowns. “I think part of the reason why I don’t want to go hunting is because 
I’m afraid I’m going to like it.” She looks down, ashamed to come to this conclusion. She 
replays the Sartrean example in her mind: ‘I am on a narrow path—without a guard-
rail—which goes along a precipice. The precipice presents itself to me as to be avoided; 
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it represents a danger of death…I realize myself as pushing away the threatening 
situation with all of my strength.’200 But it’s not just the fear of death, it’s the fear that I 
will ‘throw myself over the precipice,’ and that I have that option.201 
Kaylee ponders this before responding. “Yes, that’s a possibility, but what’s so 
bad about that? Like you said, it would be acknowledging the animal and viewing it as an 
individual. You wouldn’t be killing it without that recognition or gratitude.” 
Biting her lip, Shannen says “I think it’s because I don’t want to acknowledge that 
I have the freedom to kill animals. I don’t even want to see that as an option.” 
“But isn’t that in bad faith—to deny your freedom?” 
“Well…” Shannen struggles to admit that she is indeed in bad faith. “I guess so.” 
“I guess my question is: what’s your point with all of this if we’re always in bad 
faith and we can never truly rid ourselves of it? 
The grain that the vegan eats is harvested with a combine that shreds field mice, 
while the farmer’s tractor wheel crushes woodchucks in their burrows and his 
pesticides drop song birds from the sky…Killing animals is probably unavoidable 
no matter what we choose to eat. If America were suddenly to adopt a strictly 
vegetarian diet, it isn’t at all clear that the total number of animals killed each year 
would necessarily decline.202 
 
Wouldn’t that mean that I don’t have a reason to eat less meat if animals are still dying? 
No matter what our actions are, there seems to always be no end to the death and 
suffering.” 
“I’m not saying that all of our problems would be solved if we stopped using and 
eating animals; I’m just pointing out that the way that we do these things could be much 
better…that we could be in better faith when we used animals in research or when we ate 
them. Besides, if we follow this line of reasoning—that everything we do harms some 
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animal or living creature—we’re only going to get worse in our relationships with 
animals…and ourselves. We’d be telling ourselves that we can’t make changes or do 
better with any of these things to avoid responsibility for the fact that we’ve let them—
made them—get this bad. We would be denying our freedom to improve. That is bad 
faith at its worst.” 
“Okay, I see your point. But then what does the life of someone in good faith—or 
the best faith she can achieve—look like?” 
“In my mind, she thinks more about how her actions affect those around her. She 
doesn’t necessarily have to be vegetarian or never use anything that has been tested on 
animals…she just has to think about those animals and their sacrifices. Ideally, this 
person would think about the hypocritical ways that she views animals, wouldn’t blindly 
support testing on animals, and would eat less meat; but better faith will look different for 
every individual. Take me: I feel like I’m in better faith when I don’t eat meat, but I still 
have to acknowledge that I am partly responsible for the deaths of mice, woodchucks, 
and many other individuals. ‘There is no way to eat and not to kill, no way to eat and not 
to become with other mortal beings to whom we are accountable, no way to pretend 
innocence and transcendence or a final peace.’203 If we realize that we are not innocent 
and that we contribute to the death and suffering of animals and take actions to alleviate 
that when we can, I think we would be in much better faith. It’s more about recognizing 
our divided consciousness and trying to make it at least a little more unified.” 
 “On an individual level, that doesn’t sound impossible, but then what does a 
society in better faith look like?” 
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 Shannen chuckles, saying “I’m not sure I’m qualified to answer that! I was 
planning on focusing on the existential individual situation, but I think it would involve 
rethinking the meaning of pets, drastically reducing animal testing, getting rid of factory 
farms, and a lot more. It would also mean thinking of ways that we can farm without 
destroying as many animals, but I’m just thinking in terms of what we’ve been talking 
about. Again, I’m aware that a society in better faith is not one that can come about 
quickly, if at all, but I think there are steps we can take to move in that direction.” 
 “I would agree with that, but then where does it end? Like you said, even if we 
accomplish all of the measures you’re talking about, there will always be something 
else—like the issues of plant agriculture that we mentioned, or killing bugs in your house, 
or anything!” 
 Shannen sighs and takes another bite of her sandwich. “I don’t think it will ever 
end because we can never fully unify our consciousness or be in good faith; the process 
of being in better faith is just that, a process. It doesn’t end. But I think this is a good 
place to start…I mean, think about the alternative: we get into even worse degrees of bad 
faith. That will mean lying to ourselves even more about the death and treatment of 
animals and killing even greater numbers of individuals. At what point does bad faith 
take away our humanity? I think that is the alternative if we continue on as we are, not 
recognizing death, suffering, torture, and that we contribute to all of that.” 
 Kaylee shrugs. “Well, that does make sense. I think that we can only take so much 
bad faith and I don’t really want to find out what that amount is. I’m definitely looking 
forward to reading this thesis of yours.” 
 “Thanks—it should be interesting to write. I’ll keep you posted about it. Anyway, 
I’ll stop talking your ear off. We should probably get going soon if we’re going to make 
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that movie.” And with that, Shannen and Kaylee finish another conversation, hoping to 
have another soon. 
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